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STEAL 


The message came late in the 
evening. In fact just before ‘Lights 
Out’, when Abigail was preparing 
for bed. If that was what the hard, 
unyielding mattress on-— an 
Ul atsje)gulavemag=\-ja(-meel0| (em el-Rer-li(-10 B 

‘You are to report to Father 
Chamberlain — now,’ said the 
leading Novitiate as she came into 
No} (ef=]] momei0 | 0)(e1(- Mme) a(-¥m (010),<-10 Mm el=] (= 
and seemed tense. But then, 
weren't all of them? 

‘Now? It’s so late...’ 

‘Yes — now. And just as 
you are.’ 

Abigail flushed. She was in her 
pyjamas. More truthfully, in no 
more than the top of them — pale 
blue cotton. ‘But | can’t go down 
like this.’ 

“Those were his orders. Most 
positively. Just as you find her, he 
said.’ The leading Novitiate 
touched Abigail’s arm. ‘You don’t 
want to get me into trouble, 
do you?’ 

‘Of course not. But he wouldn't 
know.’ Abigail picked up the 
pyjama trousers. 

‘But | would know. | must 
always tell him the truth. He 
knows when | am lying.’ 

\e)(et-]] mmm (@)"\"(<) 8 >10 MN a=] a ay [0 
‘Yes, | know what you mean.’ She 
sighed and dropped the trousers. 

‘In any event, it won’t make 
any difference.’ said the leading 
Novitiate, in an attempt. at 
kindliness, ‘they would soon have 
to come off anyway. He always 


punishes on the bare.’ The pale 


faced girl paused. ‘As a matter of 
fact — you will be quite naked. 
Clon ale) Ae 

Abigail's heart thumped 
sickeningly as she left the cubicle 
and made her way down the bare 
wooden staircase. | can’t go 
through with it — can’t — she kept 
repeating inwardly. She thought of 
of the shame; and the pain. Panic. 
gripped her. Once she turned back 
up the stairs — before realising 
ale)am aie] (ere) (00 (mm dat-) am '7-\-eae Re) ga 0) 
indecision, weak with fear, she sat 
o) ame] al-me)mtal-M-)t-]1¢-em caval ale m come (<1 ar.) 
_ grip on herself. | must be brave. | 
must pray for strength. And soon, 
now, it would all be over. She 
Wel U ie mat-\-m ey-](emdal-m el-lal-] 1 aVe 

yo) (e}-)] ame) (0100 Ma | o-|a(0 ME Agole 
slowly down the stairs again. 

After all, she told herself 
abjectly, | do deserve to be 
punished. But it was very cold 
ere) anice)a miale(-\-10m 

He looked at the bottom. The 
16-year-old bottom. It was as 


naked as a pearl. And, somehow, 
had the same luminescent quality 
about it. A virginal bottom, of 
course. Well, at 16, possibly 
virginal. It certainly had _ that 
rs] @) ©] =y] @-] 80> Pa ma (2 = 101,40) 81210 MoS 
virginal as far as pain was 
concerned, anyway. 

It trembled softly; the nates 
clenched. 

Most attractive actually. Still, 
he mustn't think too much about 
that. 

What was right to be done, had 
to be done. 

m (olUmelen-lolnslioma\ellel-|immagt-)mvel0 
drank a considerable amount of the 
Alter Wine. Broke into the Vestry 
also — in order to do so?’ 

‘Y-yes...yes, Father...’ 

‘You realise the gravity of this 
offence?’ 

‘Oh yes, Father...’ 

mM -laame|t-lemcoma(-'-| ani omeiali (oma Mal= 
Reverend Father contemplated the 
ley-] =m ele) ace) game|t-je)-\\4-10m e\-110)a-Mallaae 
He felt no guilt in the situation; he 
was merely carrying out his duties. 
After all, his Church had a long 
association with penances and 
flagellation. Many monks and 
nuns had felt corrective lashes. 
some had flagellated themselves 
when they felt they had erred. So it 
should be. Flagellation was a 
‘ey=]e-]aa(el0l a) mmee)alage)i(-]ame)mmia(-Mni(- Jam 
mi-laame(e)ialemcome)igciamjele pm 

The pearl flesh twitched 
nervously. He appreciated that. 
‘Please, Father, must you?’ 

‘It is my duty, child.’ 

Not only-my duty, but my 
pleasure, he said to himself. Ahhh 
that was wrong. Wicked, almost. 
But | shall confess and my sins will 
be forgiven. In any event, the girl 
arele STialalsie SO deserved 
punishment. The Lord punished 
the unrighteous...and was he not a 
servant of the Lord? 

Chamberlain's conscience 
settled down comfortably, like a 
0) amg [e-m 00 lolol lalem-)e)a-1-[e || ae mele me) 
a plate. He was doing the right 
thing. Even though he might be 
finding pleasure in it. The only 
thing was, he must not let that 
(0) (=t-}-10] a=] 6)(- Je (-Me) mm dali ale (cme cc]. ¢-i cele) 
strong a grip of him. Mmmm... 
that was difficult. What = an 
infinitely elfish bottom it was! 
small and rounded. The very 
essence of girlishness. Ripe for 
flagellation. 

The birch which he held was 
ale) Me) mela=1-]@-\-\"/-1 81 AVM) (OM ante) aM dale a 
a dozen twigs, splaying out, lashed 
cole [=1dal>1 al o)Vare) gem] mial-Mal-lalel(-m-lalep 
However, they were not hard, dry 
twigs. They were green and 
supple, for Chamberlain kept this 
birch lying in a trough of salt 
water. 

Again traditional. 

‘This will be painful, my child. 





JU Mian tomale|almolUm-alelUl(em-0lni-) am ie)s 
your sin. You understand that, 
alive ras 

A sob. ‘Y-yes...Father...’ 

‘lam glad you understand.’ 

Tight-lipped, eyes glinting 
hard, Chamberlain lashed the 
sale lnaye)(-mavUle mele) ame) elelaminl- Mellel 
flesh presented to him. 

Instantly, the pearl became 
flawed. Grained with red. There 
was a long, sobbing sigh. The 
young bottom twisted’ and 
juddered up and down as it 
absorbed the pain. However, to 
Chamberlain’s mind, it seemed to 
accept it as its due. He waited, 
hearing the quick breathing, 
seeing the quick little twitches. He 
thrust down the pity that arose. 
This was his duty. 

Chamberlain swept the birch 
down again. Its supple twigs 
J 0) F=\V{=10 Me]U) @mr-) )a-s-lellalemtal=lpatsci hots 
out to cover almost the whole of 
that tightly-rounded posterior 

wNefeleleleialalammmnelelele)ala) a) Mamma Bal 
head jerked up as the bottom 
twisted left and right, left and 
right, in torment. He knew he had 
brought the birch down much 
harder this time. 

‘You must suffer for your sins, — 
my child.’ 

‘Y-yes...aahh...yes.’ But there 
were degrees of mercy. One’s duty 
was paramount; the Lord must be 
served. Thou shalt not steal. The 
flawed pearl was twisting to one 
side. It was literally quaking with 
apprehension. 

Ai alsme)igeiama Ute cml-lalcie mele) amr 
daligemdlaal=e 
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She was up, kneeling erect on 
the seat of the chair and her hands 
‘arele| unclasped ligean the 
ornamental knobs which decorated 
em co) ome Male\-Mat-lale (OM -l ao east ale 
urgently to laverated flesh. Well, 
yes, he had’to admit he had laid it 
on even harder that time. Too 
hard? The flawed pearl was 
exe) alex=1-](-10m eva Mr-lillale ns) <ia e 

“Your punishment is half over, 
my child.’ 

‘O-oh  Father...Father...have 
pity... can bear no more...’ 

‘You know it is right you should 
suffer, my child. 

‘Ohhh...please...please...it is 
like f-fire...’ 

‘There are worse fires in Hell, 
Abigail. Lift your skirt and take 
‘ale)(eme)mial-Meiat-lime-\el-lia ee 

©) am rt mel alacelam 

‘You would not wish me to 
secure you...and begin again.’ 

“No! Ah no...o0000...’ : 

mM atc\V-mar-(omcomeoMi mii tamelinl-\e-5 
whose flesh was weak. Come, 
Abigail, accept the penance which, 
in your heart, you know you 
deserve.’ | 

Deserve? As with mercy, there 
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were degrees of deserving. Duty, 
duty, Chamberlain repeated to 
himself. 

‘|...1 beg you, Father.’ 

‘It is no use, Abigail. There 
must be retribution for sin. | am 
but an agent. Come, let us proceed 
with this rightful mortification. ’ 

He waited. By no means 
impatiently and with confidence. 
The sobs were long drawn out. 
Poor child. But it had to be. Ah 
yes...the skirt was being raised. 
Up...up. Ah yes...there was the 
red-serrated flesh. How white it 
had been such a short while ago. 
Now the pink-red tracery almost 
obliterated all that whiteness. The 
birch was indeed designed to flay 
thoroughly. Little wonder that it 
had been in use through the ages. 

Those little hands were 
clasping the chair knobs again. 
Chamberlain, almost decorously it 
seemed, raised the skirt a little 
higher, exposing the whiteness of 
a slim waist. An_ enchanting 
contrast. The nates were clenching 
almost incessantly. 

He brought the birch down 
with all the force he could muster. 
She must suffer. She must! 

She was no longer on the chair, 
but twisting in frantic pain on the 
floor, hands clasping so urgently 
again. Her’ breathless _ cries 
undulated around the room. Ah 
yes, she was indeed suffering. It 
had to be. 

Again Chamberlain waited 
patiently. Ultimately, the tumult 
would subside. 

‘There is no other way, my 
child.’ 

‘| c-cannot bear it...| cannot!’ 

‘You must, my child. You 
understand the meaning of 
mortification? It is the subduing of 
evil by severities and penance. A 
bringing under of the passions 
and appetites. A pillar of religious 
orders from time immemorial.’ 

‘P-please...ohh...please Father 
no more...’ How piteous that 
plea; how heart-rending those 
sobs. 

‘It is not for me to cast aside 
practices severed through the 
ages. What tradition decrees must 
be continued.’ 

‘Mercy...mercy...1 am — on 
fire... 

‘That must be, Abigail. It is a 
brief, earthly foretaste of what lies 
ahead for you — /n perpetuity — If 
you do not mend your ways. Come 
now, we must proceed. Your flesh 
may be weak but you must gather 
up your spirit within.’ 

Would she? Were there yet 
reserves of strength and will? He 
thought of Teresa. That was long 
ago now. She and this Abigail were 
very similar in appearance. That 
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one had summoned up _ quite 
remarkable reserves during her 
penance. In her case, as he well 
remembered, it had been twelve 
strokes from a birch of like 
proportions. A brave, even if an 
errant, girl. Now, as_ he 
understood, she was a_ most 
dedicated nun in one of the silent 
Orders. His teaching had borne 
fruit. 

‘Abigail...we must proceed.’ 

‘But...but...l1 am already on 
f-fire!’ 

‘That is evident to me. It is, of 
course, the purpose of the birch | 
hold in my hand. You should be on 
fire. Come now, my child. We are 
nearing the end.’ 

With satisfaction, he watched 
the girl climb back and kneel on 
the seat of the chair again. 
Reserves. Once more, with awful 
reluctance, the skirt was raised. 
Mmmm...yes, that once pearl-like 
flesh was red-raw indeed. She 
would indeed feel on fire. So be it. 

‘Clasp tight, my child.’ 

‘O-ohhh...dear _Lord...s-save 

me... 
Chamberlain flailed the birch 
down again. The twigs slashed and 
curled, flaying buttocks and hip: 
simultaneously. The girl screamed 
hoarsely yet, amazingly, she 
retained her grip on the chair 
knobs whilst she writhed and 
writhed convulsively with pain. 

Reserves, he said to himself. 
She had found them. All part of 
her training. He waited again. He 
observed. Now there was hardly a 
sliver of white flesh to be seen. 

‘But one more, Abigail.’ 

‘O-oh...Father...give _ it...t-to 
me. | must endure it. | want it 
over. Please...now...’ 

Still he kept her waiting. It was 
a good time to do so. She would be 
burningly tender’ yet horribly 
aware that there was still another 
overwhelming blaze of pain to 
come. Yes, a good time to make 
her wait. 

‘You will not steal again, will 
you Abigail ?’ 

‘No...Father...no 
swear it!’ 

‘You will not steal again, girl, 
because you have been birched. 
Because now you know the pain of 
the birch. Is that not so?’ 

‘Y-yes...Father...yes...° The 
thin-striped flesh — many red 
lines crossing and criss-crossing — 
was flinching and_— cringing 
constantly. Its dread was mutely 
but unmistakably evident. So very 
understandable. 

‘Thus the birch will have done 
its work. | think we can justly say 
that.’ 

‘Ahh..yes...yes...Father...’ 

‘It is a remedial instrument — 


never...| 


as ever it was.’ 

For the last time he raised the 
multiple twigs high and brought 
them slashing down. They lashed 
and bit most excrutiatingly of all 
and the girl lost both her grip and 
her control as_ she_ twisted 
convulsively down on to the floor 
again. Vainly her hands tried to 
stem the flames as, head down, 
she heaved and sobbed. 
Chamberlain stood silent, birch 
trailing. Then he left the room to 
replace it in its canister of salt 
water. 

When, he wondered, would it 
have to be withdrawn again? And 
for whom? There was a steady 
stream of noviates. Among 
several, there were sure to be 
weaknesses. As in the case of 
Abigail. Weakness had to be 
eradicated. 

He returned.to the room. The 
girl was still kneeling. Still 
sobbing, too, but now a little less 
violently. Chamberlain felt no 
remorse but, rather, a sense of 
Satisfaction at a necessary duty 
efficiently carried out. He could 
have birched the girl more lightly 
but that would have been point- 
less. Better to make the first lesson 
well and truly felt. Then there was 
less likelihood of any need for a 
second one. 

A pity that, in a way. No...he 
must not think like that! All the 
same, he could not check the small 
but insidious thought that there 
would be others. How carefully 
one had to watch the devil within 
one. The temptations he offered 
were indeed well-nigh irresistable. 

‘You may return to your room 
now, Abigail,’ 

But the girl did not seem to be 
able to rise to_ her _ feet. 
Chamberlain assisted her, 
conscious suddenly of the light- 
ness and softness of her virginal 
body. 

‘No supper for you tonight,’ he 
said. ‘Your diet will be bread and 
water for the next forty eight 
hours.’ He watched the girl walk 
stiffly to the door. That, he 
reflected, will be the least of her 
worries during that time...and she 
would prefer to eat any food given 
her standing up. 

Chamberlain walked across to 
the refectory table and picked up 
the large decanter of communion 
wine which stood there. There was 
still a lot left. He poured himself a 
generous measure into a tumbler 
alongside. 

Never for a moment did he 
consider he was thieving. 

The words of St. Augustine 
crossed his mind: ‘Give me 
chastity and continency, but do not 
give it yet’! 
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Dear Sir, 


I write to congratulate you on 
your excellent magazine. Your 
yeatele Co) (imme bo (6 Gm 0) 810) Ko) edu: 0) 01 ED Uo 
excellent. In particular Blushes 
Supplement 6 was superb. The 
blonde girl in the Classroom scene 
‘My dear Clive’ was gorgeous. 

My request (humble request) is 
to ask if there is any possibility of 
having a series of photos of her with 
her sitting on the seat with her skirt 
up around her waist, with no 
panties, and her lovely round 
buttocks thrust out behind her whilst 
she is writing. 
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The camera should be placed 
directly behind her. I believe, the 
silhouette on the inside cover where 
the ‘Back Number’ Blushes are 
outlined, shows exactly what I mean. 
2 or 3 of these photos would be 
terrific. 

Thank you once again for your 
superb magazine. 


Best wishes. 
Jack F. 

















‘She’s a big girl all right,’ mused 
the Headmaster reflectively. ‘That 
was all real, I take it? All that in the 
front of her blouse, I mean.’ 

Linda Bennett, his_ secretary, 
knew what Mr Dowling meant 
without him explaining. She said 
yes, there was no reason to suspect 
that ‘all that’ was not the genuine 
article. 

‘What size would 
pondered the Headmaster. 
size bra would she take?’ 

Miss Bennett pursed her lips. It 
hardly seemed the most pertinent 
consideration when interviewing for 
a new gym and games mistress — 
but on the other hand perhaps for Mr 
Dowling it was the most pertinent. 
‘It could be 39,’ she answered. ‘It 
could even be 39 D-cup.’ Linda 


you say?’ 
‘What 


Bennett herself, tim ta her late 


twenties, took a neat 35B. : : 
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‘Thirty nine!’ marvelled the 
Head. ‘I would have thought more 
p like 49. I’ve never seen anything like 
mhose things; never in all my 
\¢ perience. Well.. 
rthur Dowling was approaching 
ia had been Headmaster at 
- School for Girls for some 
*so_ his experience was 
erable. not only in terms of 
t of female staff as well. So 
this applicant was out of the 
4 | Linda had to admit that if 
i big girls, well, this Miss 
W was big. And didn’t all 
sam about girls’ with 
1 boobs? Arthur Dowling, 
bw, certainly liked to find 
fo cane well-built girls. Not 
| ppped there if he had half a 
> had used the cane on 
gouple of times when she 
ir La eet of bother. But there 
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wasn't much doubt who Mr Dowling 
was going to prefer for this vacant 
post of junior gym mistress. 

‘She has very good _ qualifi- 
cations,’ he pronounced. 

‘Yes, Mr Dowling,’ said Linda 
dutifully. What she wanted to say 
was: you mean she’s got enormous 
tits. But of course she was too 
circumspect for that. 

And so Christine Crawshaw duly 
found herself appointed. 

‘Naturally there is a probationary 
period to start with,’ the Head told 
her on her first morning. ‘You will 
get an assessment at the end of three 
months.’ Christine had a free period 
first thing and they were in Mr 
_Dowling’s study, with a cup of coffee 
Miss Bennett had brought in. 

‘Yes, Mr _ Dowling,’ _ said 
Christine demurely. She was 
demurely dressed too, in a neat blue 
linen suit and white blouse. Nothing 
outlandish for she was keen to 
impress. Kingswood School paid 
quite a bit above the going Burnham 
rate so Christine was very pleased to 
have got the job, which was her first, 
right after college. She tried not to 
look nervous. Mr Dowling, a big, 
solid-looking man, was, she realised, 
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casting interested glances at her 
boobs which even though she had 
her demure suit on could not easily 
be hidden. He had also been looking 
at them at the interview. But there 
was not much you could do about 
that, when you had big boobs men 
did look. 

Mr Dowling was now talking 
about discipline. Without discipline 
the girls would become a mere 
rabble. He wanted to see good 
discipline in the classroom and also 


on the playing field. But to instill 


discipline a member of staff had 
herself to be disciplined. “Were you 
subject to proper discipline at 
school, Miss Crawshaw?’ 


‘Uh, yes, I think so.’ Christine 


was conscious once more of the 
Headmaster’s keen gaze at her 
impressive chest. 

‘The cane, my dear? Were you 
disciplined at school with the cane; 
or perhaps the strap?’ 

That did rather take your mind 


away from the fact that he was 
staring at your boobs. No, Christine — 


Crawshaw certainly hadn’t been 
subjected to any of that. 
‘No? My, my; some establish- 


ments are rather remiss, are they 
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not? But it is never too slate to learn, 
Miss Crawshaw. Oh no, it is never 
too late to learn.’ eae 

What exactly did that mean? 

Mr Dowling leaned forward 
across the coffee table, eyes 
gleaming. Were they gleaming at 
the thought of the new games 
mistress’s very large tits nestling in 
her demure suit front, or was it 
perhaps related to what he was 
saying? se 

‘At this school, v fice: Crawshaw, 
girls are caned ate ‘strapped. Fifth 
and sixth form girls, that is. It is a 
duty I reserve to myself. I feel 
strongly that something as important 
as corporal chastisement cannot be 
delegated to juniors, certainly not to 
my female staff.” 

He got to his feet and Christine, 
head in a bit of a whirl, followed suit. 

“Yes, Miss Craw shaw. I deal with 
it myself. And | sO if i it seems that 
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our new games teacher who has  ~ 
never received training in that 
direction, if it is decided that she  — 
needs a little...ah...so that she can > 
fully appreciate corporal discipline in =. 
all its aspects...Well, I will be the | 
one to perform that function, Miss — ae 
Crawshaw. Yes?’ | ee 2 _ 

It was all a bit garbled but it Bee 
seemed to mean...Christine’s mind | == 
was wrenched from that mind- _— 
boggling possibility as the Head — 
deftly changed the subject. — 

‘Will you wear a bra when you 
conduct sports and games, Miss 
Crawshaw?’ 

It was to say the least a question 
out of the blue. Christine made 
spluttering sounds. 

‘I ask because I have noticed you 
are a very well-developed young 
woman. I like to see girls enjoying 
freedom of movement when they 
engage in sports and so there is an 
instruction that brassieres are not to 
be worn. And a teacher should set an 


example; do you not aBTee Ts - = 
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‘Good,’ said the Head. ‘I shall — alSt hae 33 5433 3: 
look forward to that. I like to watch © greet 34. 





the senior girls at hockey practice. — 
By the way, Miss Crawshaw, just 
between the two of us...what size — 
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on ene He wouldn’ t Suggest 


‘Good Heavens,’ marvelled Mr 
Dowling when red-faced Christine 
had managed an answer. ‘Do you 
know, my secretary was exactly 
right. Amazing. 

Afterwards, thinking about it, 
Christine decided that she must have 
misunderstood Mr Dowling. He 
couldn t have actually meant she 
should do hockey practice without a 
bra. Could he? No, it wasn't 
possible, a Headmaster wouldn't 
suggest anything like that — in the 
same way that she had must also 
have been mistaken about that other 
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colleagues, but it would be highly 
embarrassing and if as was likely she 
had got it all wrong it would be an 
unnecessary embarrassment. 

It would certainly be an 
embarrassment to turn out for 
hockey without a bra. Christine’s 
womanly protruberances were nice 
and firm, jutting solidly outwards, 
but they were 39 D-cup size and if 
you were that big — even a firm 
39 D-cup and were running up and 
down a hockey field without a bra 
they were bound to be jumping and 
jouncing about in your shirt. And — 
teenage girls could be given to fits of _ 
giggles, 
Christine decided... 
“Are” 


you wearing a bra, Miss,” 








to sniggering even. No 
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hockey. It’s a ruling from the Head 
—-it’s more healthy to _ be 
unconstrained. That’s what he says.’ 

Another girl, a pretty blonde 
called Nicola Timmings who was 
quite well-developed, giggled. 
‘Actually, Miss Crawshaw, it’s so he 
can look at our boobs. And I should 
have thought he would love to look 
at yours.’ 

There was general giggling and 
the inevitable query. “What size are 
you, Miss?’ Christine did _ not 
consider she need impart such 
information — it was bad enough 
with the Head demanding to know. 
‘Come on,’ she said sharply. ‘Let’s 
not engage in trivialities. Everyone 
change quickly.’ 

The Headmaster was there on 
the sideline, his eyes’ keenly 
observing these full-grown girls at 
play. A number of them, including 
Nicola Timmings, were very well- 
built and womanly breasts — and 
womanly nipples — were to be seen 
jouncing freely. But there was no 
one approaching Christine’s size and 
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she was very happy she had worn a__ am not at all pleased. For one thing 
bra. Because really he couldn’t the girls were like a rabble. And for 
really have meant... another thing there is a matter of 


But...Mr Dowling came up to her _ pure disregard of my wishes on your 


after the practice, his face a bit like a __ part.’ 
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about, the girls no doubt over- 
excited at the presence of a new 
teacher. And also...disregard of my 
wishes... 

Right after tea there was a knock 
at Christine’s door. It was Matron, 
Mrs Wilkins. She was carrying a pile 
of clothes. ‘Mr Dowling wants you to 
wear this.’ Mrs Wilkins, thirtyish, 
had a little smile on her pleasant 
face. ‘This’ was a set of sixth form 
uniform. ‘I think it should fit. And 
what size shoes are you? The Head 
wants those as well and I think I can 
probably find a pair.’ 

Mrs Wilkins went out, leaving 
Christine looking in disbelief at the 
uniform, to reappear almost at once 
with a pair of black buckle-over 
shoes — regulation school wear. 

‘You know where to go, don’t 
you? Room 4C, it’s at the end of the 
main corridor.’ Mrs Wilkins paused, 
the smile again in evidence. ‘That’s 
where he always punishes girls, 
of course.’ 

Christine looked from the clothes 
to Mrs Wilkins, her expression of 
incredulity even more pronounced. 
Elizabeth Wilkins’ eyes twinkled. 

‘I shouldn't keep him waiting, he 
can get a bit excited. Oh and better 
not wear a bra with that lot. Girls 
don’t wear a bra when they go for 
punishment. Not allowed. Part of the 
disciplinary ritual according to the 
Head, but between you and me I 
rather think it’s simply...Anyway if 
he wants to discipline you as a 
schoolgirl I’m quite sure he won’t 
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want a bra. I mean especially with 
your...ah...development, Christine.’ 

Before Christine could answer 
Mrs Wilkins, with a parting ‘Good 
Luck’, had exited. 

Ten minutes later Christine 
knocked on the door of 4C and went 
in. At least there had been no one in 
the corridor to see her dressed like 
this — in sixth form blouse and skirt 
and red tie plus knee socks and the 
distinctly schoolgirl-type shoes. She 
closed the door quickly behind her. 
The room was empty. It was like a 
little classroom, with a desk and a 
couple. --of = chairs, a=: stool, a 
blackboard. Then she saw it, in the 
corner behind the blackboard. A 
three foot long cane. That was what 
Mrs Wilkins had said: 4C is where 
he punishes girls and Mr Dowling 
himself had said he used the cane. 

Christine broke out into a little 
sweat. He couldn't. It was bad 
enough to be made to wear this 
outfit, but he just couldn't use that... 
that dreadful looking thing. Perhaps 
she was just going to be warned — to 
watch the discipline in future. And 
also — well, if he was so, desperate 
about not wearing a bra for hockey... 
she was very conscious at that 
moment of the heavy, unsupported 
weight of her breasts. But really it 
was all so... 

Suddenly she was no _ longer 
alone in the little room. The 
Headmaster, wearing his gown and 
also a grim expression on his face. 
Christine got quickly up from the 


chair she had been sitting on. 

‘Not at all a good start, Miss 
Crawshaw.’ 

‘Sir...I...]’m sorry about the girls 
messing about a bit. I...” Standing in 
front of Mr Dowling Christine was 
hotly conscious of where his eyes 
were focussed. On the tight white 
blouse front which did not have the 
benefit of a bra underneath. Her 
nipples, she knew, were sticking 
blatantly out. 

‘It was not only the girls’ ill- 
discipline, Miss Crawshaw. I made 
perfectly clear how I wished you to 
dress and you saw fit to disregard it. 
What do you have to say to that?’ 

‘lh... Christine ‘started. ‘te 
speak but the words became a 
squeaky gasp. Mr Dowling’s hand 
had reached out and was underneath 
one unbrassiered breast, hefting its 
weight in his palm. 

‘I distinctly said I wished you to 
do the same as the girls, who have 
been told not to wear a bra for...er... 
health reasons. Why could you not 
comply with that, Miss Crawshaw?’ 

‘]...@f4) dont. know, Sit. 


Christine could feel her knees 
quivering. Mr Dowling was now 
using two hands, one for each 
weighty protuberence. She felt a bit 
faint. 

‘I take 1t you wish to stay with us, 
Miss Crawshaw. We do of course 
pay a very attractive salary and there 
were very many applicants for your 
post.’ 

‘Yes sir.’ Yes Christine did want 





the job, even though this randy old 
bugger had two hands on her tits and 
had made her dress up in this 
humiliating schoolgirl outfit. 

‘In that case, my dear young 
woman, I intend to cane you. In any 
event it is something I would wish to 
do in view of our conversation 
yesterday. It will I hope teach you a 
lesson in responsibility and 
obedience.’ He gave a final squeeze 
at her boobs and let go. ‘Kindly 
lower your knickers.’ 

Christine stood rooted to the spot 
as the Headmaster strode over to 
where the cane leant against the wall 
in the corner. He was going to do 
it... unless perhaps she told him to 
stick his job and walked out. But she 
couldn't do that. There was no way 
she could tell her mum or boyfriend 
Kevin that she had packed in her 
new job because the Head wanted to 
cane her. No way. And so... 

Mr Dowling was back with the 
cane, swishing it up and down. 
Christine took a big breath. ‘Sir...Mr 
Dowling...No one’s going to know 
about this. Are they, sir?’ 

The Head raised his eyebrows. ‘I 
fancy Mrs Wilkins knows, but no one 
else. I wouldn’t want the girls to 
know of course — bad for discipline. 
So you are welcome to ask Mrs 
Wilkins to keep it to herself. Now get 
those knickers down.’ 

Telling herself not to think, 
Christine reached up under the 
pleated skirt. They were navy blue 
cotton, standard Kingswood type. 
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They were the sort of knickers you 
could imagine girls having to take 
down to be caned in. Christine had 
never worn anything like them 
before because at her school they 
could wear what knickers they liked, 
within reason. But at Christine’s 
school you didn’t get caned. 

‘Now lift your skirt up round your 
waist and lie yourself over the desk.’ 

Just tell yourself ws not 
happening, Christine told herself. 
Concentrate on the floor which had a 
pattern of squares with diamonds in 
the corners. Just concentrate on 
anything except... 

‘Aeeeeehh!’ : 

Oh no! Pain like that wasn’t 
possible! She had shot up, one hand 
clutching her dreadfully stricken 
rear. 

‘Get down, Miss. Get down and 
stay down. Don’t dare move; or I'll 
have you bending over that desk for 
the rest of the evening.’ 

Christine resumed her position. 
It was impossible, the stinging pain 
was quite impossible. But somehow 
when the next one cut in she did 
manage to hang onto the edge of the 
table. And for the next. And... 

‘Stand up now, Miss Crawshaw. 
Stand up but keep your skirt up 
round your waist.’ Mr Dowling had 
to repeat his instruction for at this 
point Christine didn’t know what 
was happening. All she knew was 
that her bottom was red raw and her 
whole body was _ throbbing, 
pulsating... 








‘That’s better.’ The Headmaster 
patted her bottom, patted where the 
six red stripes were. ‘Yes, after the 
first you took it quite well. Right, you 
can pull them up now.’ 

She struggled the knickers up. 
Mr Dowling’s hands had gone back 
to her boobs again, seemingly an 
irresistible attraction, but the way 
Christine was feeling it hardly 
mattered. He was talking again. She 
did her best to concentrate through 
the pain. 

‘Yes I think you'll do all right. 
here, Miss Crawshaw. It’s early days 
yet of course, but [I’m sure you'll 
settie.in, 

His hands were still groping, 
rubbing her nipples now. ‘Tell me, 
Miss Crawshaw do you have a boy- 
friend? Do you lead an active sex 
life?’ 





IN FLAGRANTE DELICTO 





The tear trickled slowly down a soft, young cheek. 
Jason found it rather touching. It was as if a lemon had 
been gently squeezed and one drop of juice had emerged. 
However, Jason was not moved. He was used to tears on 
these occasions so his resolution was untouched. 

“You know the penalty, Jennifer?’ he asked softly. 

The blonde head shook. ‘No...no, not really, Sir...’ 
came the reply. The voice sounded as young as its 
16 year old owner. 

‘Oh...1 think you do, Jennifer.’ 
‘The other girls would have told you.’ 

Her cheeks went pink at that. She hesitated. ‘Well, 
y-yes, Sir...but.... wasn’t sure...’ she stopped in 
mid-sentence. 

‘Wasn’t sure whether to believe them or not?’ he 
enquired helpfully. 

‘That’s right, Sir.’ Jason nodded. 

‘Well, you should have believed them Jennifer,’ he 
said, ‘and taken heed.’ 

The girl began to look flustered, if not agitated. He 
guessed she had not let herself believe the unpleasant 
truth. Pushed it to one side. Hoped. ‘It...it was the first 
time, Sir,’ she wheedled. 

Jason gave a little snort. ‘The first time you were 
caught, Jennifer,’ he said. She blushed more deeply. Yes, 
he’d touched her on a raw spot. She’d been playing these 
little personal games for a long time now, that was for 
sure! Your House Mistress told me you _ were 
actually under a shower at the time. With a bar of soap. 
Extraordinary. ’ 

Was that a sob? Now she definitely appeared agitated, 
not knowing where to look. Understandable. Very 
shaming for a girl of her age to be caught in flagrante 
delicto, as it were. They liked to keep these little secret 
pleasures to themselves. ‘I..I’m s-sorry...’ she wailed. 

Jason shook his head. ‘Too late for that now,’ he said 
emphatically. He could see the girl was getting rather 
desperate. ‘I...I...won’t ever do it again,’ she whispered. 

Jason gave her acharitable smile. ‘That’s what they all 
say,’ he chided. ‘But I know differently. Such a thing must 
be punished. Before it gets out of hand. One small 
sin can be followed all too easily by a larger sin. The 
Church knew that...and, in former days, acted upon it. 
Why do you think discipline in the Nunneries was so 
strict?’ 

A shake of the head, a look of bewilderment. Did she 
know what he was talking about? Surely. However, she 
said nothing. 

‘This School is a Church Foundation,’ Jason informed 
her. ‘That is why a considerable number of the Church’s 
tradition? remain. They mortify the flesh and are good for 
the soul.’ Jason realised he had begun to pontificate, as he 
customarily did. Still, wasn’t that all part of it? No point in 
hurrying things. The girl would remember it all the more 
vividly afterwards. ‘I am afraid, Jennifer,’ he said, ‘I have 
no alternative but to follow tradition.’ 

‘P-please, Sir...just this once.. 

Jason shook his head, but kept his features kindly 
composed. ‘It is not possible to make exceptions,’ he said. 
‘It is not fair on the other pupils. Surely you understand 
that?’ 

If she did, she made no reply and Jason thought he 
heard another sob. A second, single tear trickled down 
after the first. 

‘You are prepared then, Jennifer, to accept a just 
punishment?’ he asked almost kindly. ‘As many others 
have done before you?’ Jason pressed his fingers together 


Jason smiled. 
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and looked judicial. ‘I am afraid it is the only way. As in 
the case of epidemics, early immunisation is best.’ He 
could see now, by the look in her eyes, she was accepting 
defeat. The inevitable which she had tried to eject from 
her mind. That she must be punished for her sin. She had 
taken a risk and she had lost. ‘It will not be so bad,’ he 
said gently. ‘In fact, you'll feel better after it.’ Jason 
nodded. ‘Rather like going to Confessional, if you see 
what I mean.’ 

He got the impression the girl was not taking too much 
of this in. Simply trying to bolster her will-power to face 
what she knew must now come. ‘Th-there’s no...no... 
other w-way?’ Such a pathetic little voice! 

‘No other way,’ he confirmed. Then he swivelled his 
chair and adopted a more authoritative pose and manner. 
‘Come, my girl, let us proceed. Let us proceed with what - 
in your heart — you know is right. What_you deserve for 
such lustful sinning.’ Her eyes were getting larger. Those 
innocent eyes...yet not truly innocent. Her cheeks were 
suffusing once more. It was a time for firmness. 
‘Jennifer,’ he said, “you will remove your skirt...and your 
knickers. Then you will come over here and place yourself 
across my knees. I shall then spank you.’ Jason paused. ‘] 
may as well tell you,’ he went on, ‘that if you were older... 
17 or 18...you would not be simply spanked. You would be 
caned. So you have something to be thankful for. You are 
16 still, I suppose?’ 

‘T...I’m just 16, sir...’ 

Ah, very young, he thought. Yes, it was best the girl be 
checked in her wickedness early. ‘Then you will do as | 
say, Jason continued. ‘I do not want to have to send for 
your House Mistress — and thus use unnecessary force. 
These things, in every sense, are best accepted on a 
voluntary basis.’ 

Did she care? Or was her mind in such a turmoil that it 
had no room for anything but the humiliating fact she was 
going to have to bare herself so intimately before receiving 
her punishment? Most likely the latter. Those eyes were 
darting left and right like goldfish in a bowl. ‘Oh...I...1... 
suppose | m-must...’ 

‘Yes.’ Jason’s tone was hard and flat. Then he saw the 
girl burst into tears as she unbelted her skirt and pushed it 
down. A sylph-like form was revealed. Slim waist. 
swelling hips, juvenile thighs. Under the skirt there was 
only a tight-clinging pair of white briefs. Most fetching. 
Jason stifled a sigh. The preliminaries had always given 
him the greatest pleasure but actuality was even more 
rewarding. He watched her move towards him, eyes 
lowered, still wearing those little briefs. Well, naturally, 
she would be shy. Sixteen? Only just. 

Then she was close alongside him, those tears now 
running faster. ‘M-must |?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said. He could see the blonde fuzz under the 
thinness of those knickers. Yet they were going to come 
off. One way or another. There had been times when he’d 
ripped a girl’s knickers off. However, he preferred it if 
they removed them themselves. He watched contentedly 
as Jennifer did so. No sooner was the little item down 
around her ankles than she had covered that delicate fuzz 
with her hands. ‘Come here,’ he ordered sternly. Then, 
since she made no move, he siezed her by an arm and 
tugged her forward. Gasping out, she fell across his 
thighs. Soft and warm. So lightly girlish. Ah...yes! He 
gripped the slim waist, saw the upthrusting young, bare 
bottom right before him. Exquisite! He would not be too 
hard on her at first, he decided. She was so young. 

‘Remember, Jennifer,’ he said, ‘this is for your own 


good.’ She only sobbed more loudly...and Jason began to 
slap each cheek in turn. Quite gently at first, then 
gradually harder. The delicate white flesh changed to a 
pink colour. The girl went on sobbing, but was now 
gasping too. She thinks this is it, he realised; obviously the 
girl didn’t understand what a proper spanking was like. 
Oh the delightful innocence of this young creature! 

‘Oh...p-please stop...that...that m-must be enough...’ 

Jason smiled. ‘I have hardly begun, Jennifer,’ he 
replied formally. “Your pleasure was great, so there must 
be a balance of pain.’ Jason began to slap that deliciously 
soft bottom a good deal harder. 

‘Oww...ahh stop it...stop it...cowww...it...it’s too 
h-hard..ooohhh...oooww...oooww...’ What delightful 
sounds! Jason was entranced by them. Also by the sight of 
that beautifully rounded bottom bouncing up and down as 
it received his resounding slaps. 

Harder...harder...harder! Now she was _ really 
beginning to yell. She had never imagined it would be as 
bad as this. Poor child... how naive she was! 

‘Stoo...ocoop...st-stooo...op...no...000...more!’ 

Features set, but mouth rictured in a smile, Jason 
continued to smack that squirming bottom before him with 
ever-increasing vigour. The girl deserved it...yes...yes... 


yes! 

When he finally stopped, that single tear had become a 
flood. The pretty little face was virtually unrecognisable, 
eyes red with weeping, quivering mouth down-turned. 
She was truly regretting her natural impulses. ‘Go and 
stand in the corner, Jennifer,’ he ordered sharply. ‘Hands 
on top of your head.’ He was pleased to see how quickly 
the girl moved to obey. Perhaps now, he thought, that she 
knows what a good spanking feels like, she’ll be far more 
readily obedient in future. 

The jelly-soft reddened bottom wobbled towards the 
corner. Quite an enchanting sight! Slim hands went on top 
of the blonde head. There the girl stood, sobbing her heart 
out. 

Jason made a note on the file before him. The 
traditions of the school had been maintained. Any girl who 
behaved in that fashion knew what to expect; Jason felt 
smugly satisfied. 

Then he turned his gaze to the quivering bottom in the 
corner. It was entirely up to him how long he kept the girl 
there. Perhaps half an hour would suffice. 

The zip on that particular pair of trousers was very 
difficult to operate. 

Still, he managed... 
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‘Of course,’ said this girl Diane. 
‘C AN Eon you B U M. That’s the 
first thing to learn about this place. 
At any excuse, or of course no 
excuse| at all, it’s the cane on your 
bum. That’s the favourite form of 
enjoyment for Mr Hearne and those 
others.| I mean caning a girl’s 
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The other two had come noisily in 
and introduced themselves; Lucinda, 
brunette like Melissa, Diane, .a 
blonde. They were both 17, like 
Melissa, both also, again like the 
newcomer, pretty, shapely girls. In 
fact all the pupils at Pinecroft 
School, all in the 17 to 18 age group, 
came in the ‘pretty and shapely’ 
class. Mr Hearne had sufficient 
applicants that he could afford to 
pick and choose; and he chose to 
keep his numbers down to ten or 
thereabouts. Space considerations 
and also — well, did one man and his 
two assistants need more than ten 
girls’ bottoms at any one time? 
Fees? Oh yes, James Hearne liked 
the fees but he also had money of his 
own, so he wasn’t desperate. No, ten 
was a nice number. Melissa Browne, 
arriving on this June Thursday 
afternoon made up that figure, one 
‘Finished’ young lady having 
recently left. ‘Graduated’ as Mr 
Hearne grandly termed it, taking 
with her an_ impressive-looking 
diploma of James Hearne’s own 
designing. 

Melissa, sitting on her bed, gave 
the other two a hard stare. The 
chances were very good that they 
were having her on about this 
caning, assuming that as she had 
just left regular school Melissa was a 
bit green. ‘Oh well,’ she said, ‘I’ll 
just have to take it like everyone 
else, I suppose.’ She produced what 
she thought was a_ nonchalent 
expression. In fact the thought of 
being caned by Mr Hearne who was 
40ish and rather impressive looking 
with a beard was nothing short of 
mind-boggling. Had _ this _ girl 
Lucinda actually referred to taking 
knickers down? 
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Perhaps it was best to change the 
subject. ‘Uh, what’s it like here? | 
mean apart from the caning. | mean 
can we get out at all, into the town? 
Are there any...ah...’ 

‘Boys?’ prompted Lucinda and 
Melissa, trying not to blush, said 


yes. 





Diane, sitting opposite on the 
chair, leant forward. ‘We’re not 
allowed out much, unless you’ve got 
a good excuse, and not at all in the 
evening. Mr Hearne’s afraid of 
course that we want to get out and 
get laid.’ Diane’s pink tongue came 
out to wet full pink lips. “But it is 
possible,’ she added breathlessly. 
‘And if you want to get laid we know 
a super boy, don’t we, Lu?’ 

This time Melissa couldn’t help 
colouring. The very use of that 
expression ‘get laid’ made her feel 
hot. She had not done that at all, not 
ever, not yet. And the very thought 
of it made her go all hot and cold, 
perhaps even more than the thought 
of being caned on her bare bottom by 
this Mr Hearne. 

‘Uh, well...’ 

‘We can get you a date,’ said 
Diane, bright-eyed. ‘Greg is very 
good. He’s only a sort of car 
mechanic but a girl can’t always be 
choosy about such matters. I mean 
it’s a matter of need, isn’t it?’ 





Melissa heard herself somehow 
agree that it was. 

‘An afternoon is OK,’ explained 
Lucinda. ‘Greg can usually get off 
from his job for an hour and you can 
go round to his house because his 
parents are out at work. I always 
think getting laid in the middle of the 
afternoon is frightfully, marvellously 
decadent, don’t you? And especially 
of course by a humble member of the 
working classes.’ 

Melissa was rather lost for 
words. How had this conversation 
started? 

Diane said, ‘We'll fix you up, 
don’t worry.’ She giggled. “Greg is 
really well built, if you know what I 
mean!’ Melissa swallowed and 
blinked. 

‘You are game, aren't you, 
Melissa?’ queried Diane. 

The new girl forced herself to say 
‘Oh yes’. It might of course be that 
they were kidding, in the same way 
that she was sure they were kidding 
about the caning. Lucinda asked if 


she had a regular boyfriend. 

‘Oh yes,’ answered Melissa, who 
in fact did not have either a regular 
boyfriend or a non-regular one. 

‘Don’t worry about _ that,’ 
counselled Lucinda. ‘What he 
doesn’t know won’t concern him. 
And we are talking about a person’s 
biological needs, aren’t we?’ 

Melissa said yes of course they 
were. 

At that point there could be no 
more discussion of biological need or 
getting laid, or indeed getting the 
cane, because without a knock or 
anything like that the door abruptly 
opened. It was Mr Hearne, the 
hander-out, if Diane and Lucinda 
were to be believed, of canings to 
girls’ bare bottoms. ‘What’s ll 
this?’ he inquired. ‘A fishwives’ 
meeting? Yatter, yatter, yatter! 
Haven’t you two got something to 
do?’ 

‘You two’ obviously meant 
Lucinda and Diane who with Melissa 
had quickly got to their feet. ‘On 
your way,’ he said. ‘I wish to have a 
private chat with our new arrival.’ 

‘Yes sir.’ They scurried out, 
Diane first giving Melissa a wide- 
eyed look that presumably meant 
something or other. Mr Hearne 
helped them on their way by aiming 
a slap at each bottom in turn. 
Melissa, seeing these slaps, felt her 
heart racing. He couldn’t really, 
could he? Cane...your bare bottom... 

Mr Hearne told Melissa to sit 
down and he himself sat in the chair 
vacated by Diane. He _ smiled 
amiably. Was she settling in all 
right? He hoped those other two 
hadn’t been filling her head with 
subversive — thoughts. Melissa 
produced a nervous little smile of her 
own and shook her head. Apart from 
the startling thought of the cane Mr 
Hearne was a bit scary anyway 
because at Melissa’s previous school 
it had been all woman teachers. 

He went on to outline the 
curriculum. Some academic subjects 
to provide a girl with a smattering of 
culture, supplemented with each 
subjects as social poise, etiquette, 
also something on fashion etc, from 
a lady who visited. As well there was 
a full programme _ of physical 
activities: gym, ballet, sports. Did 
Melissa do any sports? 

Flushing slightly Melissa said 
she did athletics. She had got 4-star 
awards for long jump and 100 
metre sprint. Mr Hearne said that 
was excellent, he could see she had a 
nice athletic figure. He asked 
Melissa to stand. 

‘Oh yes,’ Mr Hearne said. 
Melissa was in blouse and skirt. The 
tightish pink blouse showed off her 
firm, full tits to good advantage and 
that was where Mr Hearne was 
looking. He asked her to come 
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closer, and turn round. ‘Ah yes,’ he 
said this time and Melissa gave a 
little jump. Mr Hearne’s hand had 
gripped a thigh through her loose 
cotton skirt. 

As she stood, pulse racing again, 
the hand squeezed...and then slid 
up Mr Hearne, sitting behind her, 
was saying, ‘Oh yes, nice firm 
thighs.’ And then he was saying, 
‘It’s the muscles of the buttocks of 
course that are the real force for 
running.’ As he said this Mr 
Hearne’s hand had moved up onto 
Melissa’s bottom. 

She could feel herself sweating. 
The hand embarked on a thorough 
study of her rear, presumably in 
terms of its running potential; in fact 
it seemed merely groping and 
feeling up. 

After quite a bit of this Mr 
Hearne got to his feet and turned 
Melissa round towards him. His 
face, what you could see of it where 
there wasn’t the beard, looked 
slightly flushed — certainly not as 
flushed as Melissa’s though. He 
smiled — and asked did Melissa 
have a boyfriend. 

It was more or less the same 
question that Lucinda had asked. 
This time Melissa answered a 
truthful ‘No sir.” Mr Hearne smiled 
again. ‘That’s all right then: so you 
won’t be missing him, eh?’ 

Mr Hearne put both hands on 
Melissa’s slim waist. “I want you to 
look on this place as home, Melissa. 
If you have any problems I want you 
to come to me with them. I want you 
to look on me as a father figure — or 
shall we say a favourite uncle. Got 
that?’ 

Melissa said, ‘yes sir, Mr 
Hearne pulled her forward and in 
what was presumably a favourite 
uncle manner his arms went round, 
drawing her tight to him. Melissa’s 
firm tits were squeezed into his shirt 
front and down below it seemed that 
something else sticking out was 
squeezed against Melissa. She felt a 
bit faint, with a sort of buzzing in her 
head. Mr Hearne was exploring her 
bra strap with one hand and the 
other was at her bottom again. 

Mr Hearne’s bearded face was 
very close, his mouth almost 
touching Melissa’s ear. He was 
talking again, softly. But in spite of 
the buzzing in her head Melissa 
could hear quite clearly. He was 
talking about discipline. Had her 
mother mentioned discipline to her? 
Melissa, still feeling faint, produced 
a whispered ‘No sir.’ Discipline had 
a high priority at Pinecroft School, 
he said. Nowadays with all the 
temptations in modern life a girl 
needed discipline to cope. He had 
a good chat with her mother about 
this and she was in full agreement. 

‘The cane, Melissa.’ The word 


26 





popped out, soft and almost innocent 
sounding. ‘I don’t believe you have 
had the cane before.’ 

Could Mr Hearne be saying this? 
Could she perhaps be dreaming? 
Could she also be dreaming that she 
was standing like this with Mr 
Hearne’s arms round her playing 
with her bottom and with her boobs 
pressed into Mr Hearne’s chest and 
Mr Hearne’s big thing pressing into 
her? All of it was way beyond 
Melissa’s experience. 

She heard herself produce 
another frightened little ‘No sir’. So 
if she wasn’t dreaming, it was true 
what those two, Diane and Lucinda, 
had said. As a little aside she 
thought: maybe therefore it was also 
true about getting laid by this boy 
Greg. 

Mr Hearne gave a final two- 
handed grope and then let go of 
Melissa’s bottom. He stood back. 
Yes, there was no doubt he was a 


little flush-faced. 


‘I must go for a moment and sign 


some letters before the post. But I'll 
come right back and we can continue 
our little chat. In the meantime, 
Melissa, why don’t you get into your 
athletics kit? I’d like to see that.’ 

He moved to the door, then 
stopped with an afterthought. ‘Oh, | 
don’t know if you wear a bra when 
running, but anyway leave it off. I’d 
like to see your whole shape, if you 
see what I mean.’ 

Mr Hearne went out. Melissa 
stared at the closed door and weakly 
shook her head. She had only arrived 
here at Pinecroft school something 
like half an hour ago. And now... 

When Mr Hearne very shortly 
returned he was different, not now in 
his shirt sleeves. He had on his 
jacket and also his academic gown. 
More importantly, though, in his 
hand was a long thin cane. 

‘Ah very nice,’ he said when he 
had caretully closed the door behind 
him. Because Melissa had quickly 
changed, into her blue sports 
knickers and white running vest. She 


had also removed her bra. Melissa 
was not at all happy about this part 
of it because she had well developed 
boobs and through the thin white 
vest you could see every detail of 
them including of course Melissa’s 
nipples. Mr Hearne, coming close, 
said, ‘Very nice’ again. And simply 
put his hand, the one not holding the 
cane, on one of Melissa’s tits. 
Squeezing it and then in particular 
squeezing the nipple with his 
fingers. 

This was undoubtedly a shock 
and Melissa squealed, but what was 
just as much a shock was that cane in 
his hand. Half her mind remained on 
the cane while the rest of course had 
to be thinking about the boob- 
hand. it was a real shock to the 
system, that hand, but at the same 
time not entirely an unpleasant one, 
because at 17 a girl’s boobs have got 
to the stage when being squeezed 
and groped by a male hand is not 
entirely unwelcome -— _ though 
clearly you do not expect it from the 





Head of this chool you’ve been sent 
to. But at the same time there was 
that cane. | 

After a bit of groping, first 
Melissa’s right boob and then. the 
left, Mr Hearne let go. ‘You have a 
really lovely shape, Melissa. Now 
what I| intend to do is introduce you 
to the cane, as you haven’t had it 
before. So you know what to expect, 
so to speak. Would you please kneel 
up on the chair?’ 

Batting her eyes and with her 
nipples now sticking firmly out, 
Melissa stood rooted to the spot you 
could say. ‘Sir... h...haven’t done 
anything sir.’ 

Mr Hearne smiled. ‘I didn’t say 
you had, Melissa, I explained why I 
am caning “you; . didnt. you 
understand?’ As he said this his 
hand came behind Melissa, to get 
her moving. His hand at the tightly- 
knickered bottom to push _ her 
towards the chair, at the same time 
helping itself to a good grope. 

With a squeal Melissa stumbled 


forward and up on the chair. To 
kneel up, as Mr Hearne instructed, 
her hands holding on to the chair 
back. He bent her head down. And 
then with a good firm yank pulled 
her sports knickers right up into the 
cleft of her bottom. So that Melissa’s 
bum was virtually bare. 

Melissa was still quivering all 
over from that, her knickers yanked 
into a narrow band between her legs, 
her bottom bare, when: Crack!...the 
cane landed shatteringly across both 
bared cheeks. She let out a wild yelp: 
it was quite the worst pain Melissa 
had ever felt: a sting like a thousand 
bees all at once. 

‘Keep still!’ barked Mr Hearne. 
‘Don’t move!’ Crack!... 

The second was if anything worse 
than the first. How could you keep 
still? She couldn’t, there was no way 
Melissa could keep her bottom still. 
Somehow, though, she managed to 
stay in position holding onto the 
chair back. There were four 
devastating strokes in that position 
and then Mr Hearne was telling 
Melissa to kneel up straight, let go of 
the chair and put her hands on her 
head. 

Crack!...The cane again whistled 
in to Melissa’s poor, shell-shocked 
bottom. ‘Keep nice and still, Miss,’ 
he said again. Oh Jesus Christ! 

How many more were there like 
that? Melissa didn’t really know, it 
was all now somewhat hazy. She was 
dimly aware though that sometime 
later Mr Hearne was sliding her 
knickers down, down round _ her 
thighs; and pulling her top up, up 
above her boobs. His hands on the 
fiery flesh of her bottom, and also on 
her bare boobs which somehow felt 
red hot as well. 

‘This: is Greq, said Diane; 
grinning. ‘Greg, this is Melissa 
who’s just arrived. Look, we haven’t 
got long but Melissa’s very keen 
to...you know...’ 

In fact Melissa wasn’t very keen: 
if the truth were known she didn’t 
want to do it at all, but there was no 
way you could say that, they would 
think you were some kind of prude or 
something. 

It was Friday afternoon, the day 
after that awful, mind-boggling, 
bottom-scorching introduction to 
Pinecroft Finishing School. Melissa 
and Diane had got an afternoon pass 
out, Diane going to Mr Hearne and, 
batting big blue eyes at him, saying 
she wanted to take Melissa to the 
Public Library. ‘A two-hour pass,’ 
Mr Hearne said firmly. ‘Don’t be 
late or you both know what to 
expect.’ 

Yes Melissa did know now, in no 
uncertain terms. Outside the Head’s 
room Diane said confidentially, “Two 
hours is plenty of time. It’s only 20 
minutes on our bikes into town. And 


27 


I’ve phoned Greg and he’Il be home. 
Greg is pretty quick — but of course 
he might want a second go.’ 

Melissa had blanched. She really 
wasn t at all keen to do it, especially 
with someone she didn’t know. And 
when they met him Greg was not the 
type she fancied, being sort of 
macho, big with black rather greasy 
hair and, well, a bit rough. But what 
could you expect for a garage 
mechanic. Diane had said he was 19. 

‘lll leave you then,’ smiled 
Diane. ‘You've got an hour. Don’t do 
anything I wouldn’t do, Melissa. Ha, 
ha.’ 

Melissa was still in a state of 
shock from yesterday: that awful 
caning from Mr Hearne. And also 
afterwards. He had sat down on her 
bed and, smiling, said, ‘let’s see the 
damage then.’ 

What he meant was get over his 
lap. He pulled her knickers on down, 
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right off. And then...could you 
believe it...? 

All that, though, was now driven 
from Melissa’s mind as she followed 
Greg into his bedroom. An hour 
Diane had said. She briefly saw 
posters of motorbikes, footballers, 
on the walls before he grabbed her 
and pushed his tongue deep into her 
mouth. Some long seconds later he 
extracted the tongue and removed 
his mouth. ‘All you girls at that Pine- 
croft are really hot for it,’ he 
observed. ‘I fink that place makes 
girls into nymphos.’ 

And then Melissa who was 
certainly not a nympho — how could 
she be when she had never done it 
before — was being pushed down on 
the bed with the excited Greg 
clawing at her knickers. 

‘Pinecroft?’ queried Susan 
Browne’s friend Helen, delicately 
sipping her tea. 


‘Yes,’ said Helen. They were in 
the Brownes’ drawing room on this 
Friday afternoon, the same one in 
which Susan’s daughter Melissa was 
having her first, illicit, date with 
young Greg Spinks. ‘Yes, it was 
highly recommended. And it’s so 
reassuring to know she’s in safe, 
reliable hands. No gallivanting about 
or anything.’ 

Helen Worthington agreed that 
this was reassuring. Some 50 miles 
away Melissa said ‘Oooch!’ and then 
‘Aaaoooww!’ Her companion said, 
‘Hey, is this your first time?’ 

Gasping, Melissa admitted that it 
was.  But...aaooww...don’t _ tell 
the...others, will you?’ 

Helen Worthington said she’d 
have to remember the name. She 
would need somewhere for her own 
Amanda next year. 
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‘What did you say that young 
man’s name was, Miss Crawshaw? © 
Keith, was it?’ ( 

‘Kevin Sir,’ said Christineg 
standing with feet together in the 
square and hands on head. She was 
in a white top and navy blue 
knickers, no skirt. Also no bra, you | 
didn’t come to Room 4c wearing a © 
bra the same as you didn’t turn out 
for hockey or gym wearing one. 
Christine had learnt that lesson. The™ 
hands on head position thrust the 
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what the Head said now. 

‘Kevin, yes. I imagine young 
Kevin is in his Seventh Heaven when 
he can get at those things. That 
would be any young man’s dream. 
It’s a desire to return to infancy, of 
course, Miss Crawshaw, that great 
interest the have _in__ big 
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squealed as he sharply smacked her 
bottom. ‘Yes or no, Miss?’ 

‘Oh please...Uh...YeS Sif..:S. 0 
sometimes.’ 

Mr Dowling deliver 
sharp smack. ‘Well, thie 
then. He thinks he’s 
mummy — though I cam 
mummy had a pair haf 
those. Did I tell @& 
Crawshaw, they are @ 
biggest I have ever seen. 

‘Yes sit, said Cha 
Dowling’s interest in her 
quite as great as Kevin’s\™ 
as anyone else's could post 
Yesterday he had invited he 
in his private sitting room. To4 
chat about how she was getting 
Sitting on the sofa with her 
Dowling had, while continuing to” 
talk about something or. other,” 
unfastened Christine’s suit jacket — 
and then slowly and deliberately 
unbuttoned all the buttons of her 
blouse. She had not worn a bra 
knowing now his thing about bras, 
but she had not imagined he would 
undo her blouse. And then...do what 
he did... 

The Headmaster delivered some 
more smacks to Christine’s bottom 
and the backs of her thighs. “Keep 
your feet clearly inside the square, 
Miss Crawshaw. I am testing your 
control, your sense of discipline.’ 

That seemed to be a major 
preoccupation with Mr Dowling — 
that and her boobs. It was the third 
time he'd had her in 4c for a 
disciplinary session: three times in 
less than a week. Did he do this to 


the other staff? Christine wondered. 
Probably not; most of them were 


older women so he wouldn’t be 
interested in it then. But Christine 


was barely 20 and also had those _ 
fabulous knockers not to mention a © 
very spankable bum. No, she wa 
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very likely the only one — scurrying 
along the corridor and praying no 
one would see her, or if they did not 
suspect what was happening to the 
new games mistress in Room 4c. 
‘Oooouch!’ Christine almost 
*balanced as Mr Dowling, seated 
ifortably next to her, delivered an 
ta hard slap to her thigh. 
“Off to see him at the weekend, I 
yect. Miss Crawshaw? Off to see 
at Kevin?’ «. 
‘Uh, yes sir. [hope so, sir.’ 
‘Yes, well, I daresay he’s feeling 
lite deprived. Desperate to get his 
ands on those things, eh? And 
esperate for something else too, eh 
Hiss Crawshaw?’ 
_ ‘L..I don’t know, sir.’ Christine’s 
rms were aching and so were her 
sos with having to keep her feet 
je this bloody square. Mr 
vling could be a really fiendish 
ast when he felt like it. 
Another stinging slap. ‘Don’t 
ow, Miss? I am referring as you 
Hl know to sexual intercourse 
ich you admitted that you and 
ing Kevin indulged in. Though I 
r, Miss Crawshaw, that if the 
ool governors knew of it they 
ght find it morally unacceptable. 
























ould have a very bad effect on the 
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girls, Miss Crawshaw, if it became 
known. What do you say to that?’ 

Christine said, breathing heavily, 
‘I don’t know sir.’ The Headmaster 
shouldn't be able to talk to her like 
this, but...what did you do to stop 
him? 

The hand was again on the back 
of her thigh. Not spanking now but 
stroking. ‘What would you say, Miss 
Crawshaw, if I were to say you must 
cease to engage in sexual inter- 
course with your boyfriend? I think I 
would be entitled to do that for I am 
responsible for the moral conduct of 
my staff. Eh, Miss Crawshaw?’ 

‘T don’t know, sir,’ Christine said 
once more. She was sweating. The 
fingers of the stroking hand were 
now in between her thighs. 

‘There seems to be a lot you 
don’t know, my dear young woman. | 
rather imagine you would very soon 
be feeling quite desperate. I am told 
that once the womanly juices have 
been stimulated in that way there is 
a great craving for it. It becomes an 
addiction. Has this sexual inter- 
course become an addiction, Miss 
Crawshaw?’ 

‘No... Sir...Oo0ohh!’ 

The fingers which had worked 
their way right in between 
Christine’s thighs suddenly came 
out and delivered a hard smack. The 
shock was sufficient to send her 
teetering, then overbalancing. It was 
either put one foot outside the 
square or fall over. 





‘A failure of self control. Miss 
Crawshaw,’ Mr Dowling barked 
sharply. ‘We'd better have those 
knickers down.’ 

You couldn't argue with Mr 
Dowling: for one thing he might 
simply get that cane out again. 
Christine scrabbled her knickers 
down; at least it eased the ache in 
her arms. But then it was hands back 
on head and the same game as 
before, the Headmaster now with 
the ripe bare bottom as his target. 

‘The next time the feet come out, 
Miss,’ said the Head, delivering 
smacks in a brisk and rhythmic 
manner, ‘I shall have to get my little 
strap. I shall apply it to the inner 
thighs. That region, Miss 
Crawshaw,’ smack! ‘is always,’ 


smack! ‘a very sensitive,’ smack!- 


‘area in a girl or young woman.’ 
smack! ‘I imagine it 1s especially 
sensitive, smack! ‘in one who has 
started to engage,’ smack! smack! 
‘In sexual intercourse and _ has 
therefore,’ smack! ‘sensitised the 
nerve endings in that region.’ 

The sharp smacks continued, 
each one adding to the cumulative 
effect. They were decidedly painful 
and Christine couldn’t help twisting 
and writhing her bottom and thighs. 
With the inevitable result that 
eventually she lost her balance and 
had to move a foot. 

‘IT did warn you, miss.’ Mr 
Dowling delivered a final slap and 
got up. From somewhere he 


produced a short, wide leather strap. 
He held it under Christine's nose. 
‘This is my little thigh stinger, Miss 
Crawshaw. Now let’s have you in 
position. Those crosses on_ the 
floor... 

The crosses were on either side 
of the big square, perhaps two feet 
apart. Christine had to stand with 
one foot on each. Mr Dowling had it 
all worked out, he had obviously 
done this before. She wasn't to pull 
her knickers properly back up but 
one hand had to hold them up 
between her legs so that Mr Dowling 
had a clear target. 

‘Aaaooohh!’ 

The fiendish strap stung like 
some kind of hornet! 

‘Don't you dare move, Miss. Or | 
shall fetch the cane and give you 
something that you won't want to sit 
down on for a week. ° 

‘Aaaooooch!- 

Christine squirmed and writhed, 
one hand on her head and the other 
holding onto the beastly schoolgirl 
knickers. Who could believe you 
could be subjected to something so 
diabolical as this? 
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But that night the dream she had __ or rather nightmare __ was not about 
performing in the stacks but about being on the tube: the groping hand. Paul was on 
the tube with her and she whispered what was happening, but he just said there was 
nothing she could do, she couldn't make a scene. And so...the hand simply started 
doing the most awful things, much worse than had really happened. It got worse and 
worse and there was nothing Linda could do about it. Nothing except stand there. 





Paul met her at the station, bright-eyed and 
naturally full of questions. Linda flopped down in the 
seat beside her husband and noisily expelled her 
breath. ‘Ugh! I'm exhausted. And that bloody train — | 
had to stand half the way.’ 

The questions continued as Paul drove off. ‘How did 
it go?’ How’s our brand new civil servant?’ Etc. 

Actually her first day had been all right — except of 
course for one or two things that she did not intend to 
tell Paul about. Certainly it was better than standing in 
front of aclass of kids who simply weren't interested in 
what you had to say. Yes, she was still pretty chuffed 
that she’d got this job even if the travelling was 
diabolical, over an hour’s journey each way. One term 
of teaching had been enough. 

‘What about the work?’ Paul wanted to know as he 
picked his way out of the station. “Boring routine stuff, | 
suppose?’ Paul was basically jealous that she’d got the 
job. He himself was still teaching. 

‘Oh well,’ she said. And proceeded to make it sound 
interesting and responsible. In fact it clearly was going 
to be routine because she was only a Clerical Officer 
and that was pretty junior. Filing things and running 
round for more senior people. She was going to have to 
make the tea as well which was rather demeaning when 
you were qualified with a college degree. But anything 
was better than teaching. Even that Mr Armitage. But 
Linda didn’t tell Paul about making the tea or about Mr 
Armitage. Anyway she might get promoted after a little 
while. 

Back at the flat she made something quick, on toast. 
Obviously they couldn’t have elaborate meals all the 
time now she had these longer hours. That was one 
advantage of teaching, the short day. No, if Paul 
wanted fancy cooking now he would have to do it, or get 
it started at least, and Linda knew he wouldn't like that. 
She knew in fact he didn’t like the whole idea of her 
working in London. It might make her too independent. 

He started on again about it not being very sensible 
taking this job. All that travelling, etc. Annoyed, she 
found herself saying something she had intended 
keeping quiet about. The travelling was diabolical, she 
agreed. ‘That train...and the bloody tube. Like 
sardines. And this man was feeling me up all the way 
from Victoria to where | got off.’ 





JUST BELOW THE CIRCUS 


Paul's face went red. ‘What d’you mean... ?’ 

Linda laughed a nervous laugh. ‘You know what 
feeling up is, darling. Groping my bottom.’ 

Linda had a very nice bottom. A very noticeable 
bottom, good-sized and extremely shapely. Perhaps an 
obvious target for a roaming male hand on a crowded 
train. Linda hadn’‘t worn a coat as it had been a warm 
day; just her quite thin linen suit. Paul’s face went 
redder. He could vividly imagine in that crowded tube 
the man’s hand having a really good feel. Linda made a 
face. ‘Just one of the hazards of London Transport, | 
suppose.’ 

She hadn't made it up, there had been a hand, a 
very persistent hand. And what could you do about it on 
a crowded train? You would look stupid if you made a 
fuss. All you could do was stand there and let it happen. 
When it was finally time to struggle to get out, the 
groping hand had taken quick advantage. Not just 
toying with the cheeks of Linda’s bottom but reaching 
in underneath... 

She didn’t tell Paul that. Also she didn’t tell him 
about Mr Armitage at work. Mr Armitage who had 
done very much the same thing when he took Linda into 
the stackroom to show her where things were. She 
might never come across Mr Groping Hand on the tube 
again but Mr Armitage was one of her superior officers. 
Mr Armitage was going to be there tomorrow...and the 
next day... 

Maybe it was Linda going to London, maybe even 
the thought of that man on the train, but whatever it 
was right after they’d eaten Paul was clearly feeling 
unusually randy. ‘Wait till bedtime,’ Linda laughed but 
he wasn't prepared to do that and pulled her down on 
the settee. She protested but not too seriously, as he 
began grabbing her knickers down. Actually Linda felt 
quite a bit like it herself. 

As Paul fucked her she breathed in his ear. ‘| hate 
all those grabby hands.’ He didn’t answer, didn’t stop, 
intent on what he was doing. Exercising his marital 
rights: thrusting his throbbing stiff penis as far up her 
as he could. Proving to himself perhaps that he owned 
her. 

But afterwards, when he had finished, Paul wanted 
to know what she meant. ‘All those hands?’ Linda had 
to say she only meant that one man. That one 





anonymous hand. She couldn’t tell him about Mr 
Armitage. 

She had said ‘hey!’ when he did it. Well, you 
couldn’‘t really ignore it, it wasn’t anonymous like on 
the train. It was Mr Armitage because it was only Mr 
Armitage and Linda in there. In that large room with all 
those thousands of files and folders stacked up row 
upon row. Mr Armitage had said, ‘EEC legislation is 
over here’ and then had just put his hand on Linda’s 
bottom, very much like the man on the train. 

She said ‘hey!’ and he said ‘what’s the matter?’ as 
if it was unusual to react when a strange man put his 
hand on your bottom. Mr Armitage was 5Oish, a big 
man in a dark suite. Linda wasn't quite sure what grade 
he was except that he was a lot senior to a lowly Clerical 
Officer. 

‘Please don’t do that,’ she said in a nervous- 
sounding voice. Mr Armitage said ‘Don’t do what?’ 
and simply did it again, only this time not a fleeting feel 
but a good hard grope. 

‘Please don‘t...don’t grab me,’ she gasped, trying 
to squirm away. Linda managed to turn round so that 
her bottom was away from him, up against the stacks. 

Mr Armitage’s face came close. It was a large face 
and he was a large man. He also had a daunting 
authoritative voice. The voice said, ‘Mrs Atherton, you 
have clearly yet to learn the first basic lesson for a 
junior clerk in the civil service. And that is that she 
never questions the action of a superior officer. Once 
she has learnt that lesson she will settle in nicely. She 





can even start thinking about a little promotion. But 
until that time she will remain a very, very junior 
dogsbody.’ 

Linda just stood there, her back, her bottom, hard 
up against the stack. ‘Do you understand that, young 
lady?’ he asked. 

She didn’t answer, she couldn’t. She seemed to be 
struck dumb. But when he said ‘Turn round please,’ 





Linda found herself obeying, like a frightened little 
mouse. The voice, now behind her, said, ‘Good; now 
let's see if you understand that lesson.’ 

This time it was two hands that took hold of her ripe 
rear. Two large male hands that squeezed and grobed 
as if Linda’s bottom was their very own private 
property. She stood there, feeling dizzy and weak and 
gripping on the struts of the stack for support. Just 
letting him do it. 

Was it her imagination or were they all looking at 
her with knowing looks when she and Mr Armitage 
finally emerged from her introductory foray into the 
stackroom? The three other girls in the general office, 
and Mrs Mistley who was older and in charge. Mr 
Armitage, his voice quite calm, said, ‘I’ve given her a 
quick look round, Mrs Mistley.’ And Mrs Mistley said, 
‘Very good, Mr Amitage.’ 

Linda was sure her face was scarlet. And her 
bottom...she could still feel his big hands on it. She sat 
down at her desk and got on with what Mrs Mistley 
gave her: sending out some letters. It was a routine, 
uninspiring job but Linda did it willingly enough, happy 
for the chance to get her head down and not have to 
look round. Did they all know what Mr Armitage had 
done? He had now gone out of the room, and when she 
did finally dare to look up no one seemed 

She went to lunch with two of the other girls, 
Yvonne and Joanne, who were both perhaps a bit 
younger than her and both unmarried or with no 
wedding rings at least. The girl, Rachel, wore a 
wedding ring and it seemed met her husband at lunch- 
time. 

In the pub Yvonne said it — what Linda had been 
sort of expecting, and dreading. ‘Mr Armitage took you 
in the stack then.’ She giggled. As Linda coloured 
Joanne said. ‘Shut up, Yvonne.’ 

‘Is he always like that?’ Linda asked, face red. 
Yvonne giggled again. ‘What: after your bum? Yes, 
afraid so.’ 

She was going to say something else but Joanne 
shut her up by telling Linda about the tea. Linda would 
have to make the tea and coffee now as she was the 
most junior. She would have to start tomorrow. 

Yvonne said, ‘We're all Junior but you’re the most 
junior, I'm afraid, Linda!’ She gave her giggly laugh 
again. ‘Rachel’s junior too but she’s working very hard 
on promotion. Mr Brightling...’ 

Linda didn’t hear about Mr Brightling because 
Yvonne shut her up again saying, ‘Don’t blabber, 
Yvonne.’ But Linda saw him midway through the after- 
noon when he came into the office. Mrs Mistley said, 
‘This is our new clerical Officer, Mr Brightling.’ 

He was another senior officer, younger than Mr 
Armitage, 40ish with horn-rimmed glasses. He gave 
her a quick sharp look and said ‘hello’, then went over 
to Rachel, the girl who hadn’‘t gone to the pub with 
them because she had lunch with her husband. Lindaz 
heard him ask Rachel if she could find him a file. Rachel 
got up and went with Mr Brightling into the stackroom, 
and they were in there a good ten minutes. Halfway 
through Linda caught Yvonne's eye and got a large 
wink. Linda looked away. Was this what Yvonne had 
meant: Rachel working on her promotion? She was a 





pretty, shapely redhead, about Linda’s age, 21. What 
exactly...when they finally came out it seemed to Linda 
that Rachel was looking a bit flushed. 

Later Mr Armitage came in the office again and 
Linda held her breath but he just spoke to Mrs Mistley 


course because of the travelling. Rushing around half 
awake Linda wondered momentarily if perhaps Paul 
might be right. But no, anything was better than 
teaching. Even those trains, even Mr...When she was 
finally all set Paul said, ‘Wear a coat, it might be cooler 


and then went out again. After that there was no more 
excitement, just the crowded tube again with this time 
no one obviously feeling up her bottom, and then the 
crowded train. And then Paul waiting in the car park. 
Her second day. She had to get up a lot earlier of 


today.’ Linda could guess what was going through his 
mind. He didn’t necessarily think it was going to be 
cooler, he was thinking about that man on the tube with 
the groping hand. 

She didn’t argue but dutifully put on a light coat. 





For one thing she had on underneath her tight skirt only 
a very brief pair of bikini knickers. She certainly 
wouldn’t have chosen to wear them, not with Mr 
Armitage and anonymous hands on trains, but 
somehow her laundry had got all haywire and there 
only seemed to be extremely brief ones in her drawer. 
A coat would afford some protection on the train. But 
not of course from Mr Armitage... 

Linda entered the office half fearing that he would 
be there waiting for her — after another crowded 
journey but thankfully no hands that she could identify. 
But he wasn’t, there was just Mrs Mistley frowning 
slightly and looking at her watch. It was 9.05. 
Conscious of that lady’s disapproval — it wasn't 
Linda's fault, the train had been late — she got on with 
the work Mrs Mistley gave her. She didn’t see Mr 
Armitage until coffee time. 

Yvonne, the previous coffee maker, showed her 
what to do and told her who had what. Both Mr Armi- 
tage and Mr Brightling were on the list. Grinning, 
Yvonne said, ‘good luck!’ 

Mr Armitage was sitting behind his desk when 
Linda knocked and nervously entered his room. He 
looked up — and put down his pen. ‘Ah Mrs Atherton. 
Linda. Come in and close the door.’ 

She gripped the cup of coffee, afraid her shaking 
hand was going to drop it on his carpet. ‘Come here,’ 
he told her. ‘Round here; don’t be shy. And how are we 
settling in?’ 

‘All right, Sir,’ she stuttered, reluctantly going 
round Mr Armitage’s desk to stand next to him and 
extremely conscious of her bottom protected only by 
those vestigal bikini pants under her skirt. Linda had a 
vision of the stackroom...and Mr Armitage’s large 
hands... 

One large hand now simply took hold of her bottom 
again, just like yesterday. ‘Very nice,’ he said. “You 
possess an excellent bottom, young woman, and as far 
as I’m concerned that is a prime requisite for an 
acceptable Clerical Officer.’ 

The hand fondled and squeezed — through today a 
tight black skirt with underneath just those...’Yes. I’ve 
had a glance at your file. Age 21 and tried one term of 
teaching and then gave it up. Well, | suppose teaching 
is not much of a profession these days.’ 

At that point Linda gave a sharp yelp — for without 
warning Mr Armitage’s hand had let go of her bum, 
slid down, and then came up inside the back of her tight 
skirt. She had no stockings or tights on and that awful 
hand was shockingly there, running up the backs of her 
bare thighs. And then onto Linda’s half-bare bottom. 

she thought she was going to have a heart attack as 
his hand groped — at the bare flesh, at the brief tight 
pants and then slid briefly in between her legs before 
she could struggle away. 

‘Mustn‘t be shy with a senior officer,’ Mr Armitage 
told her as she stood shaking like a leaf. ‘I must say | 
approve of those knickers, though. Commendably 
brief.’ 

Her legs seemed very reluctant to support her but 
somehow Linda got herself out of Mr Armitage’s room. 
Her coffee duties weren't finished, there was Mr 
Brightling next and his coffee was going to be less than 


piping hot after the delay caused by diabolical Mr 
Armitage. Mr Brightling didn’t complain about the 
coffee, though. He was more interested in doing very 
much the same as Mr Armitage: i.e. having Linda stand 
next to him for a chat. And Mr Brightling’s hand also 
wanted to do the same as Mr Armitage’s hand; i.e. 
fondle Linda’s bottom. It went ahead and fondled as he 
asked her what her husband did; where she lived; etc. 
SIC. 

Linda forced herself to stand still and stammer out 
answers while the hand did its groping. She was still 
shell-shocked from having that other hand_ so 
devastatingly up her skirt. At least Mr Brightling’s 
hand wasn’t doing that. 

A little bit later, recovered just a little but still 
feeling shaky, Linda found herself at the photocopier at 
the same time as Yvonne. ‘That Mr Armitage...’ she 
said weakly. Yvonne produced her giggly laugh. ‘It’s all 
part of a Clerical Officer's job, Linda. You can read it in 
your job description if you like: servicing senior 
officers. | suppose letting Mr Armitage play with your 
bum is all part of the servicing.’ 

Just before lunchtime Mr Armitage came in the 
office — and came over to Linda’s desk. Her heart 
thudding. What now? 

‘D’‘you mind going to lunch a little later, my dear?’ 
He looked down at her like some giant predatory 
creature eyeing up a tasty morsel. ‘| want to locate a 
couple of things in the stacks and it is rather urgent. ° 

Mrs Mistley smiled sweetly. ‘Of course she doesn't 
mind, Mr Armitage. My girls are always ready to 
oblige.’ 

she got up to leave — and so did Yvonne and 
Joanne and Rachel. Yvonne rolled her eyes at Linda 
who just sat there, stunned. It couldn't be true. 

‘Come on, my dear; if you wouldn't mind.’ Mr 
Armitage had hold of her arm, helping her to her feet. 
‘It’s this 1960 Act, and the 1971 Amendment...’ 

She walked on numb legs. Mr Armitage’s hand was 
already behind her. Guiding her, using her bottom like 
a rudder...Inside the stackroom, the door clicking shut 
behind them; Mr Armitage still firmly guiding, over to 
a remote corner of the room. Was she by any chance 
dreaming this? 

He seemed to have forgotten all about this Act. ‘It’s 
your being a schoolteacher, my dear. Or just finished 
being one. You see when | was a boy | had a very pretty 
young woman teacher; a delightful brunette and you 
very much remind me of her. | think | was a bit in love 
with Miss Peabody. She had the most exquisite bottom; 
it seemed always to be twitching and wriggling in front 
of the noses of us hot young boys. It almost drove me 
mad.’ 

Mr Armitage had Linda backed up against the 
stacks and his face was quite red as he poured all this 
out. 

‘The one thing | always dreamt of doing was 
smacking Miss Peabody’s bottom. Taking off her skirt 
and taking down her knickers and getting my hands on 
that marvellous rear. That was the great dream of my 
early youth...’ 

As Mr Armitage spoke his hands had gone to 
Linda’s belt. Fumbling at it. She yelped as the meaning 








of his excited talk became clear. He was planning to... 

‘No!’ she gasped. 

Mr Armitage grabbed the hands that were trying to 
fend him off. He was big and he was also strong. And 
his voice now had a harder edge to it. 

‘Mrs Atherton, didn’t you hear what | said 
yesterday? That Clerical Officer’s have to learn to do 
exactly as they’re told? What | have in mind is a 
personal whim but it is also a check that you are getting 
off on the right track. Is that clear?’ 

He couldn't do this, could he? Linda knew that 
basically she didn’t have to let him. She could struggle, 
although that alone might not get her very far with the 
large Mr Armitage, but she could also threaten to tell 
someone. But who? Mr Armitage would probably say 
she made it all up and what then? It was a bit like 
having your bum groped on the train, there didn’t seem 
any real alternative to letting it happen. 

‘Please... she whispered. She was pleading, she 
wasn t telling him firmly not to, and Mr Armitage was 
not going to listen to pleading. His hands let go of hers 
and went back to Linda’s belt buckle. 

she made a whimpering sound as the belt came off 
and then his hands were at the zip of her skirt. Mr 
Armitage was making excited little grunting noises. He 
yanked her tight skirt down. Somehow Linda was 
stepping out of it. Mr Armitage’s large and greedy 
hands grabbed. Grabbed her ripely rounded flanks that 
were now nude apart from those saucy little bikini 
pants. Could this be possible... ? | 

He turned her round to face the stacks, and bent her 
down. Mr Armitage’s hands groping her bottom...and 
then sliding down the brief white knicks. Dizzily she 
realised her bottom was bare, she was in just her jersey 
top. Then his hand was cracking hard down on those 
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ripe cheeks. Hard stinging splats that at least drove the 
dizziness out of her head. She hung on, hearing herself 
gasping and grunting. It was really hurting, Mr 
Armitage was really giving his Miss Peabody a going 
over. 

At last he stopped. Linda hung there, gasping, 
hearing Mr Armitage breathing heavily behind her. 
Presumably he had finished, Miss Peabody could now 
put her clothes back on and go back out there and act as 
if nothing had happened. Christ! But no, he hadn't 
finished. Oh christ! No! 

‘No!’ she yelped. But Mr Armitage, large and 
powerful, simply went ahead and did it. Pushed Linda’s 
head firmly back down and eased her legs further 
apart. And then...well, he just did it. It was quite 
impossible but nonetheless Mr Armitage was doing it. 

Linda hung on as the world seemed to spin dizzily. 
In the middle of it a tiny, still logical, part of her mind 
asked the question: was Mr Armitage perhaps fucking 
his teacher, Miss Peabody, or was it simply this new 
Clerical Officer with the ripely attractive bottom? 
Either way of course, it didn’t make a lot of difference. 

she was late and Paul not surprisingly was in a bit of 
a state. Concerned perhaps but also angry. ‘Bloody 
hell!’ | had to get a. later train, | had to work a bit late,’ 
she apologised, hot-faced. ‘| meant to phone you...’ 

“Bloody Christ!’ 

For no reason, but her mind wasn’t working very 
rationally, Linda said weakly, ‘| had another groper on 
the tube.’ 

It was true but in the context of everything else it 
was hardly significant. But then she couldn’t tell Paul 
about the other. Hardly. Mr Armitage at lunchtime. 
And then Mr Brightling at 5’ o’clock when she was just 
ready to leave. 





‘Could you please give me just a few moments, Mrs 
Atherton?’ And Mrs Mistley, putting on her coat, said, 
‘Of course she'd be happy to, Mr Brightling.’ A sharp 
look from Rachel — also looks from the other two girls. 
Linda was still in a state of shocked disbelief from Mr 
Armitage at lunchtime. Mr Brightling said, ‘| want you 
to help me find this file. ’ 

In the stacks he hadn’t gone on about any lady 
teacher, he had just... 

‘Look at the bloody time,’ ranted Paul, his anger not 


made any better by Linda’s incautious disclosure about 
groping hands. 

‘I’m sorry...’ 

she stared unseeingly through the car windscreen. 
The thought went through her head that perhaps Mr 
Armitage and Mr Brightling were in some kind of 
competition. Perhaps even a bet. And somewhere, in 
their club or something, they might even now be 
comparing notes. On the new Clerical Officer’s 
performance. 





stress 


The M 





- 



































‘What’s it like this Kingswood 
School?’ asked Kevin. He had met 
Christine at the station and it was 
naturally his first question after 
some enthusiastic kissing. ‘And why 
this last minute change of plans?’ 
Because it was Saturday lunchtime 
and Christine had originally been 
planning to come on Friday evening. 

‘laid teu you on the phone, 
Kevin. It’s not easy, . everyone 
wanting to go off for the weekend 
and so... almost couldn’t come 


at all.’ 
Christine had been all set to 


leave on Friday evening but then at 
the last minute Mr Dowling had 
changed his mind, said_ there 
wouldn’t be enough staff for the 
weekend. It had only been an excuse 
of course, to get her to... 
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‘You know in this probationary 
period, Miss Crawshaw, I am hoping 
you will set an especially good 
>xample to the girls and so I think 
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3 | you could do better than this. And 

there is the matter of this weekend 

| pass. I don’t really see that you 

should expect it on you’re very first 

~~ weekend. No, I don’t see that you 
_ can... 


‘But sir...’ Christine blurted. He 
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The Header had given her an 
owlish look. hy don’t we step 
along to Roo BAC. Then we can 
discuss it.’ j 

And so verysnhortly Christine was 
once more in dgeadful Room 4C with 
the Head locktt ne the door behind 
them. On nery@uis legs she stood and 
watched as heute Bok a piece of chalk 
and went tovthe blackboard. He 
couldn't keep mher in forthe 
weekend, hej st couldn’ E. 


No one iss lowed to. cross the 
quad after theéfast lesson of the day. 
Having ¢ refully written this 


Bpowithc turned and 
k. ‘When a girl is 
offence, Miss 


statement 
put down thejene 
guilty of ‘this 
Crawshaw, lwee 
and cleat Tikes 
knickers do} 
16 Gane for each word. It is 
- ve way of — the 


her mind wanted to BoUnt t the wore 
‘No,’ she breathed. ‘Please Sir... 
please Mr Dowling...’ 

The Head raised his eyebrows. 
‘No? Perhaps instead then I should 
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keep you gated for the weekend.’ 

‘No!’ she squealed sharply. ‘No 
Sir. Please!’ 

He gave a fiendish little smirk. 
‘Looking forward to indulging in a 
certain activity, eh Miss Crawshaw? 
A vigorous young man _ reaching 
deep inside to those exquisitely 
sensitive regions. Is that it?’ 

What could you answer to 
something as dreadful as that? The 
fact that it was true made it even 
worse. 

‘Tf you want a weekend pass, 
Miss Crawshaw, I suggest you take 
off your clothes right now.’ As she 
looked, feeling sick, Mr Dowling 
added, ‘Yes, all of them.’ 

What option did Christine have? 
With shaking hands she removed 
her jacket and then the skirt of her 
demure blue suit. Underneath she 
had a pair of very brief sexy knickers 
— worn especially for Kevin’s 
benefit. ‘Those are rather spicy,’ 
observed big-eyed Mr Dowling. 
‘Keep those knickers on for the 
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moment. But let’s have the rest o 
‘The rest’ comprised her w 
blouse and the white domes Chri s 
had on underage 1 (worn becs 
she had not drea she w 
going to Room 4C) 5 us 
shoes. e Dowl: ag. exe : 
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He bent Christine over the little 


table and slid the sexy knickers down 
himself. Then that dreadful cane. 


‘Aaaoooowwwwhhh!’ 

There were 15 words in the 
Head's chalked message. After each 
stroke he went over and ticked 


another word off. Fifteen words; 15 
stinging strokes of that diabolical 


cane. 
Christine could hardly stand up 


straight when it was over. 

Afterwards he said, ‘Get dressed 
and then come to my room for a cup 
of tea.’ Hardly able to speak, 
Christine stammered that she was 
due to do tea supervision and then 


had to catch the train. 
‘Someone else can do that duty,’ 


Mr Dowling told her. 


And after tea... 
‘We were suddenly short of a 


member of staff,’ Christine told 


Kevin. a 
‘This other person’s mother was 


_ taken ill so she had to go and so... 
_ The Head said could I just stay for 
the one night and then I could go on 
Saturday morning. Well, I couldn’t 
feallyrefuse’ 
No, you couldn’t really refuse 
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The envelope bore the crest of St 
Edwards College and inside as 
expected was the invitation § to 
interview. ‘How exciting!’ exclaimed 
Susan’s mother, and it was exciting 
even though it was expected and an 
invitation to an interview didn’t 
mean you had got in. 

‘What will you wear,’ Mrs 
Maidment went on excitedly. ‘Some- 
thing nice and grown-up of course. 
You want to show them what a pretty 
young lady you are; they don’t want 
any of that shrinking blue-stocking 
stuff nowadays.’ | 

Susan’s mother clearly hadn't 
changed in her estimation of what 
counted as regards getting in to an 
Oxford College. Looking grown-up 
and, well, sexy had been the way to 
go and persuade Mr Fulton to give 
her extra tuition for the Oxford exam 
— and to be fair it had worked. Look 
pretty and sexy and be willing and 
co-operative and...Well, do exactly 
what Mr Fulton wanted. And what 
Mr Fulton wanted had come as an 
undeniable shock to 17'% year old 
Susan — though evidently not a 
shock to her mother. 

Mr Fulton’s cane for one thing. 
‘If we are to work harmoniously 
together, Susan, I shall expect strict 
discipline and I shall expect you to 
accept my enforcement of it.’ That 
cane really stung, like a thousand 
hornets all at your bare bottom at the 
same time. And it left bright red 
stripes that Susan’s mother had 
certainly seen — when Susan was in 
the bathroom for instance. 

Susan had in fact found out that 
Diane Wilmot who had gone up to St 
Edwards last year hadn't got the 
cane from Mr Fulton although she 
had got all the extra tuition. Diane 
had come back to school and they 
had had an intimate little chat. ‘Is he 
caning you?’ Diane had laughed. 
She hadn’t been caned apparently 
because her mother might see the 
marks and her mother, unlike 
Susan’s mother, would not have 
approved. It was Diane’s uncle who 
had arranged the extra tuition with 
Mr Fulton. Diane, blushing slightly, 
had explained that she had got her 
bottom smacked instead. 

And had Diane also got the 
other? Susan had _ been_ too 
embarrassed to ask. Susan’s mother 
knew about that as well. That other 
thing that Mr Fulton said a grown-up 
girl need to relieve all the tension 
which necessarily came with working 
for a major exam. A week after that 
first weekend at his house when 
Susan had been introduced to Mr 
Fulton’s very special, very own 
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tension-reliever, Susan’s mother had 
made an appointment for her at the 
doctor’s. Dr Hailbury had clearly 
been briefed. After his check-up he 
said she was in excellent health and 
there was no reason at all why Susan 
couldn’t go on the pill. He proceeded 
to write out a prescription... 

Susan’s mother still didn’t say 
anything directly about Mr Fulton, 
just, ‘the pill is a very good thing, | 
think, Susan. It does give a woman 
freedom and you are a young woman 
now. But of course you mustn’t be 
promiscuous, dear; no one respects a 
promiscuous girl.’ 

In other words evidently she 
must let Mr Fulton do it because Mr 
Fulton could get her into Oxford, but 
not anyone else. Susan didn’t really 
mind, Mr Fulton wasn’t unpleasant 
and he could be very charming. And 
doing that was certainly preferable 
to getting the cane. The cane was 
really awful; it was humiliating and 
it hurt, but Mr Fulton, in spite of 
being charming at times, clearly 
liked using his cane. The same as he 
liked doing that other. 

Most remarkably Mrs Fulton 
didn’t seemed bothered by any of 
this. She obviously knew about it 
because most of it took place in her 
own home. She knew that Susan was 
getting her bare bottom caned 
because once or twice she had 
inadvertently entered Mr Fulton’s 
study when the cane was being 
applied. And she must also know 
about the other which took place 
mostly in that bedroom Susan used 
when she stayed overnight. But 
Sylvia Fulton remained charming 
and friendly; very subservient to Mr 
Fulton of course. 

The letter for the interview came 
towards the end of the Autumn 
Term. After about seven weeks of 
solid hard work on Susan’s part; in 
spite of those other aspects of tuition 
from Mr Fulton she was able to 
work. Perhaps it was the right 
formula; discipline and the ‘tension 
reliever’. 

‘I should wear that new black 
suspender belt,’ Mrs Maidment 
advised her daughter. ‘Men do like 
such little items and it is, well...’ 

‘Quite charming’ was’ what 
Susan’s mother finally came up with. 
‘Quite sexy’ was what she meant. 
And what did that mean? Was Susan 
expected, when she went up for the 
interview, to be ‘co-operative’ and 
‘friendly’ and ‘willing’ and...well, all 
the other things she was with Mr 
Fulton? 

Susan travelled to Oxford on the 
train, into London and then the 





London train to Oxford. She was to 
stay two nights with in between 
interviews and doing the 
examination papers. For the trip 
Susan wore her best charcoal grey 
suit, with a white blouse and black 
high-heels, plus a lightweight coat 
on top. Underneath she did have on 
the new black suspender belt plus a 
pair of white cotton briefs. 

Mr Fulton certainly approved of 
the black suspender belt — and the 
cotton briefs. He said it was a very 
sophisticated outfit. This was round 
at his place prior to Mr Fulton taking 
Susan to the station, Mrs Fulton was 
out which was convenient, although 
of course Mrs Fulton didn’t seem to 
mind about Susan..Susan had taken 
off her coat and was sitting on the 
sofa for a cup of tea that Mr Fulton 
had made and it was then that he 
discovered the new black suspender 
straps. 

‘Very sophisticated and 
attractive,’ was Mr Fulton’s verdict 
and he clearly found them exciting. 
So much so that...Susan protested 
that she might miss the train but Mr 
Fulton, red-faced, said there was 
plenty of time and in any case there 
was another train soon afterwards. 
So Susan’s charcoal grey suit, both 
the jacket and the skirt, came off and 
so did the cotton briefs — right there 
on the sofa. 

Mr Fulton said it would relax her 
for the trip and it was true Susan was 
very excited. She certainly hadn’t 
expected to be doing that right 
before though. Afterwards it was a 
terrible rush, leaping into her 
clothes again and frantically doing 
something about her hair and make 
up which was all a mess. So with all 
that it could hardly be said that she 
was very relaxed. In fact Susan did 
miss the train but there was the 















other one soon after and Mr Fulton 
said he would phone through to tell 
the college she would be on the later 
train. 

He said Good Luck at the station 
and added, ‘Remember to give my 
very best regards to Dr Guildford.’ 

Dr Guildford was his contact at St 
Edwards. Dr Guildford was Senior 
Tutor and so clearly influential. It 
was Dr Guildford that Susan was 
going to have to impress — with her 
knowledge of French and History 
and also it would seem with her 
black suspender belt etc. 
ulton’s message got through 
all right and Susan was met at the 
tation by the college porter. Mr 
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Parker. ‘Had a good trip?’ he 
smiled taking Susan’s case, when 
she located him. Yes she had had a 
good as very pleasant, travelling 

as h Mr Fulton had paid 








for saying there was no point mixing 
with possibly common elements. 
There had in fact been just one, 
oldish gentleman in Susan’s carriage 
for most of the journey. He had been 
very friendly and most interested 
when she said she was going +o 
Oxtord for an interview. He had also, 
Susan couldn’t help noticing, been 
quite interested in her legs. He was 
sitting opposite where of course he 
could get a good look. The skirt of 
Susan’s suit was quite short but she 
didn’t think this gentleman could see 
her suspenders. 

Anyway he had wanted to know 
her address and oe number 
and after a little hesitation Sus 
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told him. He was clearly a gentleman 
with a proper accent and also it was 
First Class. Mr Hartington — that 
was his name — said he’d like to 
show Susan round London some 
time. He got her suitcase down when 
they arrived in Oxford and helped 
her on with her coat. In the process 
of doing these things he put his 
hands on Susan’s bottom. He also 
put his hand on her bottom when 
they came out along the corridor. 

So Susan was looking quite 
flush-faced when she met Mr 
Parker. Mr Hartington feeling up 
her bottom but also no doubt as well 
the excitement of being in Oxford. 
Where if all went well she would 
come up next year for three whole 
years. That was if she did all right in 
the exam and impressed this Dr 
Guildford. 3 

‘Yes, super thanks,’ she said to 
Mr Parker. He was what you might 
call a youngish-middle-aged, 40ish 
perhaps, in a dark suit and tie. He 
wasn t bad looking, for someone that 
age, but Susan wasn’t sure she liked 
him. 

For one thing he straight away 
said, grinning, ‘So you’re Dr Guild- 
ford’s bit of fluff — sorry I mean 
candidate.’ He laughed as if he’d 
made a marvellous joke. Susan 
would have liked to make some 
sharp rejoinder but on the spur of 
the moment couldn’t think of 
anything so she retained a dignified 
Silence. Mr Parker also had a 
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cockney accent. Mr Hartington on 
the train might have felt up her 
bottom but at least he was a 
gentleman. 

They went off in a big, rather 
grand, black car, Susan sitting next 
to Mr Parker. He asked if she was 
nervous and Susan admitted that she 
was. He laughed and said, ‘No need 
to be, a pretty girl like you with those 
pretty knees. Our Dr Guildford’s got 
a soft spot for pretty girls.” 

When Mr Parker said ‘these 
pretty knees’ his left hand left the 
steering wheel and slid down to 
Squeeze one nylon-clad limb. Susan 
pushed the hand away. She didn’t 
want that from a college porter, 
thank you very much. Mr Parker just 
laughed again, so he wasn’t annoyed 
at least. Susan didn’t wish to annoy 
him because the college porter could 
have influence, though in a minor 
way of course. 

They were now driving through 
the town, dreaming spires to right 
and left ail very exciting. And 
very soon, down a narrow side street 
and in. through an ancient gateway 
and they were in the courtyard of St 
Edwards itself. Mr Parker, getting 
Susan’s case out of the boot, said 
that Dr Guildford was likely to be 
tied up for a little while but she could 
come in his place and he’d make a 
cup of tea. That was very nice of him 
but it soon seemed, sitting with Mr 
Parker on the sofa in his cozy sitting 
room, that he had other things in 





mind besides simply giving her a cup 
of tea. 

Right out of the blue he said he 
could let her see what would be on 
the General Paper she would have to 
take tomorrow. That naturally quite 
took Susan’s breath away and she 
almost dropped her cup and saucer. 
As she looked wide-eyed at Mr 
Parker he put his hand on her knee, 
just like earlier in that big black car. 

‘That’s cheating,’ Susan gasped, 
too shocked for the moment to push 
the hand away and also, anyway, 
having her hands full. ‘Not really’ 
grinned Mr Parker, squeezing the 
knee. ‘You've still got to answer the 
questions. And also it evens things 
up. Some of those old boys in this 
college don’t like girls so they give 
them a very hard time in the 
interview.’ 

As Susan’s’ shocked mind 
considered this startling new turn of 
events the hand slid up under her 
skirt to her nylon tops. Given the 
situation this was perhaps not 
unexpecicd. Please... she said 
weakly. But she didn’t actually try to 
stop the hand. For one thing Susan’s 
own hands were still occupied, 
rather shakily, with cup and saucer. 
And also there was the undoubted 
fact that Mr Parker was not going to 
produce these questions for free. 
You could be pretty sure of that. 
Please... she whispered. — (I 
couldn t. And please don’t...’ 

But she was still not actually 


stopping the hand which had now 
progressed onto Susan’s warm 
thighs. Those thighs which in the 
past weeks Mr Fulton had taken 
such pleasure in, in between 
expounding on European History 
and French Literature and such like. 

‘All’s fair in love and war and 
college entrances,’ said Mr Parker, 
thrusting his hand down in between 
Susan's silky thighs. 

There didn’t seem much option 
but to accept, not with Mr Parker 
implying that other girls did and also 
if girls were being unfairly treated 
anyway. Susan knew what her 
mother would say: ‘Go ahead.’ And 
she had a pretty good idea that her 
mother wouldn’t want her to quibble 
at the price, although she would not 
want to discuss it. Because as with 
everything there was a price to be 
paid and it wasn’t going to be merely 
stroking Susan’s thighs and fiddling 
with her suspender straps or even, 
as Mr Parker was now doing, 
stroking her pussy with his finger- 
tips (Susan had sensibly put down 
the cup and saucer and was now half 
lying on the sofa with her legs 
somewhat apart). No, Mr Parker 
wanted something more than that, it 
seemed in fact he wanted all that a 
pretty almost 18 year old girl had to 
give. 

Susan certainly didn’t want to 
give that, in particular as Mr Parker 
was only the college porter. Not that 
she was really snobbish but he did 


have a very strong cockney accent 
and she knew her mother wouldn’t 
think very much of that at all. There 
was no doubt that Mrs Maidment 
would hate to think of her daughter 
being (if you wanted to use a coarse 
word as some girls at school did), 
being fucked by acollege porter with 
a cockney accent. But at the same 
time Mrs Maidment definitely would 
want Susan to get a look at those 
papers. 

Mrs Maidment would have been 
in the same quandary that Susan was 
in but Susan had no dubt that if Mr 
Parker wasn’t going to accept 
anything else — as it seemed he 
wasn 't — then well... 

‘What about Dr Guildford?’ 
Susan whispered as, shortly, in Mr 
Parker’s adjoining bedroom, he 
began unbuttoning her suit jacket. 
‘Isn’t he waiting for me?’ 

Mr Parker said not to worry, 
there was plenty of time. He 
proceeded to take all Susan’s clothes 
off except for the black suspender 
belt and her cotton briefs and black 
high-heeled shoes. Then he removed 
his own shoes and trousers and then 
his underpants. Susan looked...and 
felt quite dizzy. Mr Parker was 
enormous. Or so it looked. Mr Fulton 
of course had always been somewhat 
circumspect in such matters. It was a 
question of feeling it but not exactly 
seeing it. So she had never really 
seen it standing up like that. So 
perhaps that was why it seemed so 





big...? 

But when Susan was shortly on 
the bed with Mr Parker there was no 
doubt that it was big. Larger than Mr 
Fulton all right. It was obviously just 
as well that she had had all that 
practice with Mr Fulton first. 

Dr Guildford was Mr Fulton’s 
age, tall and scholarly-looking, and 
he had been waiting for Susan (‘Was 
your train delayed, my dear?’) so it 
was clear that Mr Parker had just 
said that so that he could do Susan 
first. At least, though, she was going 
to see that paper, Mr Parker was 
bringing it round to her room in the 
evening. Flushing, Susan apologised 
to Dr Guildford, telling a little lie and 
saying that the train Aad been a bit 
late. 

‘Not to worry,’ he said, leading 
Susan into his room which had a nice 
fire blazing and of course was some- 
what more grand than Mr Parker’s. 
‘So you’re a protegee of my friend 
James Fulton? 

Susan said ‘Yes sir’, standing up 
nice and straight in front of him. 
‘And a very nice looking specimen 
too.’ said Dr Guildford. ‘Let’s have 
that jacket off and have a proper look 
at you.’ 

Susan took off her suit jacket and 
again stood up nice and straight now 
in her pretty semi-transparent white 
blouse. Her mother said always 
stand up nice and straight in front of 
gentlemen which meant, Susan 
knew, stick out your boobs so he'll 
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at St Edwards and I’m sure most of 
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on. Slip it off whilst I go and see 
about some tea, and then have a 
seat.’ : 

Susan blushed. She had not been 
expecting this.. But still, she had 
nothing to be ashamed of, quite the 


reverse, as her mother would say. 


And after. that Mr Parker... 
Trembling slightly, Susan 
unbuttoned her blouse and slipped it 
off her shoulder, then took off the 
lacy white bra. Her nipples, she saw, 
were quite erect. Not surprisingly 
perhaps. She quickly refastened the 
blouse and put her bra in her 
handbag. A glance in Dr Guildford’s 
mirror. She flushed. Her high firm 
boobs with their erect nipples were 
sticking right out. No doubt that was 
what Dr Guildford wanted to see. 
Susan nervously moistened her ups 
and sat down on a chair. 

Dr Guildford came in with some 
tea on a silver tray; and told Susan to 
move from her chair and come and 
sit with him on the sofa. Tea on sofas 
seemed to be the thing today: first of 


all Mr Fulton and then Mr Parker © 


and now Dr Guildford. The other 
two, Susan ‘recalled hotly, had both 
done her right afterwards. She just 
hoped Dr Guildford didn’t want the 
same because three in one day was a 
bit much even if in a good cause. For 
the moment, though, Dr Guildford 
was quite happy with Susan’s boobs 
with erect pink nipples prettily 
pouting out her blouse front. 

He couldn’t keep his hands off 
them...and before long he had 
Susan’s blouse all unbuttoned and 


they were out. Bare. It was not at all 


easy to eat and drink politely, in the 
approved manner, in these 
circumstances. . 

Eventually though Dr Guildford 
did decide he’d had enough of that. 
‘I suppose being a protegee of Mr 
Fulton, Susan, you’re a properly 
disciplined girl?’ 

Oh dear she thought. ‘Er...yes.’ 

‘Bottoms, isn’t it, Susan? Am I 
not correct in thinking that Mr 
Fulton’s disciplinary | measures 
centre on a girl’s bottom?’ 

There was another ‘Er...yes’. Dr 
Guildford’s interest in this direction 
was not entirely unexpected. 

He was still toying with Susan’s 
bare boobs though clearly his mind 
was now on something else. ‘I too 
have a considerable interest in 
disciplinary matters, Susan. I 
wonder if we might investigate...’ 

Susan was told to stand up. Yes, 
she could button up her blouse now; 
but what she had to do was to pull up 
her skirt. And then get over Dr 
Guildford’s lap. | 

This development was not 
entirely unexpected. It was perhaps 
why she was wearing her sexy 
-suspender belt because with her 
skirt off it would be very much on 
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display. Being over a man’s lap was 
not completely novel because Mr 
Fulton liked to spank as well as cane. 
The scholarly looking Dr Guildford, 
whom to look at you might never 
imagine was interested in such 
things, grabbed Susan’s knickers 
down with considerable enthusiasm, 
and then with equal spirit began 
smacking his hand sharply down on 
the ripe and resilient flesh, rapidly 


imparting a healthy red glow to 


Susan’s rotundities. 

Could this really be normal 
Ob doyulelcomoilauctiuomeluelucellivetam Milne 
was probably no way of knowing for 
girls were not likely to wish to 
experiences and 
compare notes. But still, if this was 
what put Dr Guildford in a receptive 
and agreeable mood.. 

Unfortunately eres Wes was not 
all he wanted. No, not that other, at 
least Dr Guildford didn’t seem to 
require that but...the cane. Most 


_ unfortunately. Susan really hated 


the cane, that dreadful biting smart 
in your bottom that was a hundred 
times worse than a spanking. But 
what could you do if the Senior Tutor 
of St Edwards decided that he did 


wish for such a work-out. After a 


very energetic warm-up of over-the- 
lap spanking. 

‘Get over the arm of the sofa, 
Susan, and let’s'see how well my old 
friend has got you trained.’ Dr 
Guildford, as he spoke, now had a 
wicked looking bamboo. cane in his 
hand. 

Six. Six of the deat if you wanted 
to be trite. Each one making you do a 
frantic bottom dance and bringing 
forth a desperate squeal of anguish. 
Hopefully letting out those howls 
and jerking your bottom about like a 
dervish didn’t count against you; 
and at least Susan stayed down over 
the arm of the sofa and took it all. 

Dr Guildford pronounced, ‘Good. 
Very good.’ at the end of it. But what 
exactly did that mean? 

Later, that evening, Susan had 
dinner in the very impressive college 
dining room together with the other 
hopefuls up for the examination; 


mostly boys but a number of girls. 


Susan couldn’t help wondering 
about these other girls. Had they 
been entertained by Dr Guildford or 
other college staff? Had any of them 
been asked to remove their bras, or 
been spanked or caned and even 
now, like Susan, were sitting on 
rather sore bottoms? One or two of 
them certainly were pretty, and with 
good figures. Had they been offered 
sight of the exam paper by that very 
well endowed Mr Parker...in 
exchange for opening their legs? 
They were mostly friendly, if 
rather nervous, but there was one 
rather objectionable character who 
as it happened was sitting directly 





opposite Susan. ‘Of course it’s easy 
for you girls,’ he suddenly declared. 
‘l’ve heard it said that certain 
members of the exam board will 
always let a pretty girl in if she’s 
prepared to fuck.’ | 

Susan could feel herself going 
bright red but she managed to say, 
in a dignified way. ‘I should imagine 
you're very much mistaken.’ 

In fact she hadn’t seen that paper 
yet but Mr Parker brought it round 
to her room soon after dinner. As 
one might imagine he wanted a 
repeat performance before he 
handed it over and Susan had no 
choice but to agree — although that 
hadn’t been the agreement. ‘Just to 
show we’re friends,’ said Mr Parker 
who was again in a notably aroused 
state. So there was that on Susan’s 
little bed and then with Mr Parker 
gone she could, eagerly, look at the 
paper. Well,-she had earned it. 

It was helpful because there were 
two or three questions she would 
answer given the chance to think 
about them first. 

Next day was pretty awful, awful 
for everyone no doubt. The written 
exams in the morning and then 
interviews in the afternoon. Some of 
the professors and such-like on the 
interview board were very hard in 
their questioning which perhaps 
bore out what Mr Parker had said. 
Dr Guildford didn’t ask any very 
hard questions. 


Susan had tea with Dr Guildford 
afterwards and he wanted more of 
what he had done the first day. 
Naturally in the circumstances a girl 
couldn’t argue, and he did say he 
thought Susan had done all right. Of 
course it would depend on the exam 
papers. | 

So that was it, wait and see and 
keep your fingers crossed. Another 
night in college and this time after 
dinner Susan went out to a pub with 
some of the others and then when 
she got back locked the door. There 
was a knock but she didn’t anser: 
Susan didn’t see why she should co- 


operate any more with Mr Randy 


Parker. 

But he was not going to be 
completely foiled because of course 
he was to drive her to the station the 
next morning. Susan would much 
rather have taken a bus or taxi like 
most of the others but it had been 
arranged. And first of all... 

‘Come on,’ he said having once 
more got Susan into his room. ‘It’ll 
bring you luck.’ 

‘I just hope so,’ Susan fervently 
thought as, reluctantly, she allowed 
the college porter to undress her. ‘I 
just hope so,’ she thought as she got 
on the bed and looked up at the 
ceiling.. Mr Parker got to work...and 
Susan gave a little yelp. He really 
was...’ Oouch!’ 


59 





Dear Sirs, 

I am not much of a letter writer 
but I am absolutely passionate about 
corporal punishment for girls and all 
aspects of the domination of young 
females by men. I would therefore 
like to address a few words to you as 
the leading magazine in the field, 
and hope that you will pay heed to 
my comments which are deeply felt 
even if not expressed as elegantly as 
some of your writers. 

Your stories are very good and 
sometimes terrific when they take an 
unexpectedly spiteful turn from time 
to time. No doubt there are plenty of 
people who would be offended and 
upset by the casual way in which you 
make a virtue out of the exploitation 
of young girls, but these are the 
people least likely to be reading the 
magazine. What gives them distress 
is meat and drink to us. 

Some of your photos are very 
good as well, but I think that you 
often fall short of rival magazines at 
their best. For example, I have in 
front of me a copy of another 
magazine, certainly an _ inferior 
product, but it has hit the jackpot 
with some of its schoolgirl pictures. 
The copy I have to hand scores 
points as follows: 

1. Of the two schoolgirls featured, 
one is black. In many areas of the 
country one is likely to see a variety 
of ethnic types about in_ school 
uniform, and black and asian girls 
are just as gorgeous and canable as 
whites. 

2. The skirts are of realistic length, 
just above the knee. Most of your 
schoolgirls have skirts much too 
short (e.g. Sally in the video) — it 
would be nice if girls did wear minis 
to school, but they don’t. Please 
keep close to reality, after all, the 
point is that a shy girl has her 
modesty outraged by the exposure of 
flesh not normally’ displayed. 
Incidentally, on my way to work this 
week a schoolgirl in uniform cycled 
past me and though her skirt was of 
conventional length I could see her 
white pants. Indeed, I made a point 
of staring up her skirt and was 
rewarded with an unhappy scowl and 
a vain attempt to tug her hem down, 
producing much wobbling on the 
bike. 

3. The accessories are right. Grey, 
knee-socks, Clark’s sandals and a 
navy cardigan. The hair pulled back 
and clipped in a juvenile style clearly 
imposed by authority. For a 
magazine that prides itself on 
attention to uniform it is surprising 
how often you get these things 
wrong. 

Although I like your models I 
think that you keep the same girls for 
too long. You are bound to get 
affectionate towards them and this 
will lead to excessive leniency. Far 
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better to engage them the’ once, 
flog them hard for the camera and 
send them packing. They won’t want 
to do it again, though it may have 
seemed worth the money before- 
hand. With so many girls unable to 
get a job on leaving school at present 
the situation is tailor-made for you to 
practice what you preach and exploit 
them. 

Contrary to the fantastes of some 
writers, very few girls wear 
suspenders now, and those that do 
are sophisticated temptresses, not 
the ‘blushful’ type we like. 

Please don’t ever let your 
magazine go soft like the others. We 
don’t need columns written by Linda 
or any other women. Blushes is for 
men, by men, and uses women for 
its own unscrupulous purposes. 

Yours J.J. 
Hadn't realised we were ‘unscrup- 
ulous’, J.J., and neither had the 
50% of our staff who are women. 


Dear Sir, 

As a recent convert to Blushes, 
may I offer my congratulations on 
your rapidly improving journal. 

The recent issues, especially No 
10 and No 11, have been superb. 
Obviously, the strength of your 
magazine is the imaginative 
photography which portrays ample 
female bottoms being submissively 
proffered in ideal punishment 
postures. 

Your creativity in this field is 
unmatched, and as a result, I have 
strongly recommended Blushes to 
American spanking enthusiasts via a 
Nationwide U.S. Spanking News- 
letter. Also, the young ladies who 
pose for such corrections are often 
stunning in appearance. 

One favourite was Linda Parkins 
in issue 10’s ‘Top Secret’ who was 
nicely stretched across a table for 
punishment. Her well-hollowed 
lower back helped emphasise 
exceedingly suitable buttocks for 
caning. Another delight was the 
pictorial in Supplement 5 of the girl 


suitably ‘jack-knifed’ over the 
country fence as a result of a 
reader’s request. Perhaps I have 
missed it, but if not, would you do a 
photo series on a girl properly bent 
over a tall and sturdy four legged 
stool. A traditional kitchen or bar 
stool, some 3 feet high and without a 
back of course, provides an ideal 
structure to expose feminine bottom 
cheeks for the rattan or other 
preferred instrument. 

However, photos alone do not 
make a quality publication and your 
recent efforts in other areas strongly 
contribute. The work of John Hotten 
on ‘Research Topic’ should be 
strongly encouraged — especially 
interviews such as he had with the 
former scottish schoolmistress. 

Many other areas of CP in 
practise today are worthy of 
investigative reporting, and it is 
hoped Mr Hotten continues his good 
efforts. 

Having offered the praise above, 
may I also put forth the following 
Suggestions:- 

1. Please, please feature many more 
women disciplinarians in both 
photos and stories. Certainly there 
are many mature ladies who can 
vividly portray governesses, aunts, 
headmistresses and stepmothers for 
your cameras. Also a_ substantial 
portion of your patrons actually 
prefer a woman administering 
correction. It is often said women 
make the best disciplinarians. This is 
largely true because women use 
physical correction to properly train 
girls in obedience and respect and 
because physical lusts do _ not 
interfere. Also a woman truly knows 
best how to inflict both pain and 
humiliation in ways that are most 
effective since she herself has had 
such experiences. 

2. More use should be made of the 
Victorian era as a setting for formal 
corrections. Certainly the 
atmosphere of parental authority, 
personal modesty, respect for one’s 
betters and proper deportment all 
contribute to a setting that remains 
underdeveloped in CP analysis and 
description. 

3. Finally, an intimate medical 
examination in a Doctor’s office 
would make a fine story with photos. 
A guardian brings his_ well 
developed teenage ward to the 
Doctor. for her medical. Both the 
Doctor and nurse are very thorough 
in examining the girl’s most intimate 
regions. The guardian inquires as to 
the girl’s capacity to withstand a 
proper caning, and the medical pair 
submit the young lady to intense 
probing of her buttocks as well as 
‘tests’ with suitable instruments. 

I hope these comments are 
useful and please continue your fine 
efforts. 

T.B Connecticut U.S.A. 
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Dear Blushes, 

Doubting Thomas’s on_ the 
subject of corporal punishment 
should have been educated in South 
Africa in the 60’s. The cane was used 
as the main form of punishment and 
often for only petty offences. 

It was quite normal to be caned in 
front of the class and hardly a week 
went by without someone being 
summoned to the front of the class, 
and given six of the best. 

There was never a delay and the 
teachers believed swift application of 
punishment was for the best. It did 
not seem to matter that the class was 
mixed and girls and boys were 
treated alike. It was _ certainly 
irrelevant that girls were required to 
take up an unlady like position in 
front of the whole class including the 
boys. 

Usually punishment was given 
over the unfortunate individual’s 
pants or knickers. During my time I 
received the cane on_ several 
occasions. Each time the routine was 
the same. I was summoned to the 


front of the class and instructed to — 


remove my skirt. During this the 
teacher would tell the rest of the 
class the reason for my punishment. 
I would then be told to touch my toes 
with my bottom facing the class. The 
teacher would then go to the cup- 
board to fetch the cane. The strokes 
themselves were always hard and 
given in fairly quick succession. If 
you stood up you would always be 
awarded an extra stroke. 

Despite the fairly frequent 
caning, I never got used to it. 
Removing my _ school skirt and 
bending over in front of the class was 
both humiliating and embarrassing. 
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Also the sheer pain of getting the 
cane was awful. 

The worst trouble I ever got into, 
earned me by far the most severe 
beating I ever received. I was among 
a small party caught smoking. There 
were three boys and three girls 
including myself and we were all 
reported to the headmaster. Instead 
of summoning us to his study he 
came into the first lesson of the day 
carrying his cane. He asked all six of 
us to come to the front and stand in a 
line. He then told the whole class 
what he thought of smoking and 
added that he was going to punish all 
six of us in front of the class as an 
example to everyone. He also said 
that he had chosen his most severe 
cane and that we were all to get nine 
strokes. I had never before had more 
than six and the thought of nine put 
the fear of God into me. However 
worse was to come. He asked who 
had been responsible for obtaining 
the cigarettes. After a considerable 
while I had to own up that I had 
taken them from my father. The 
head then told me that as I had 
obviously been the ringleader I 
would be caned last and that the 
cane would be given across my bare 
bottom. 

There was a gasp throughout the 
class as this had never happened 
before. I could not believe it. The 
realisation that I was to be caned in 
front of all my friends on my bare 
bottom was terrible. 

He then told the other five to 
remove their trousers or skirts and 
me to remove my skirt and knickers. 
He was even going to make me stand 
half nude whilst everyone else was 
punished. 

I undid the buttons on my skirt 
and slowly stepped out of it. The 
others all did the same and then all 
eyes seemed to be on me. Everyone 
knew what was next and facing the 
class I put my thumbs into the waist- 
band of my knickers and slowly 
peeled them off. We were told to 
stay in a line and I put my hand over 
my pubic hair. However the head 
snapped that we were all to put our 
hands by our sides. I felt myself 
going red and also felt the eyes of all 
the class, particulary the boys 
looking at my pubic bush. 

The others were then caned. 
Each one was called to a spot on the 
other side of the room and told to 
touch their toes with their bottoms 
facing the class. 

Five of them, nine strokes each 
4S in all and I had to watch each one 
knowing it would soon be my turn. 

When the fateful moment arrived 
I walked slowly across the room 
feeling totally humiliated. I was told 
to bend over and touch my toes with 
my bottom facing the class so that 
everyone got a good view. I turned to 


face the front wall and reached down 
to touch my toes. Everyone must 
have focused on my bare bottom and 
I tried to keep my legs together. 

The first stroke took my breath 
away. The pain was much greater 
than anything I had previously 
experienced. I was desperate not to 
cry out and to keep my legs together 
but after three strokes this was 
impossible. I had to part my legs 
Slightly and felt ashamed at the 
thought of everyone in the class as 
well as the headmaster seeing 
almost everything. The strokes were 
spaced out but inevitably some fell 
on top of others. I kept telling myself 
to remain bent over as I certainly did 
not want to get extra strokes for 
standing up. 

After six strokes the head paused 
and said to the class that if he caught 
anyone else smoking they would get 
the same treatment. He must have 
left me waiting for the last three 
strokes for about two minutes 
whilst I was still bent over double 
with my _ scorching bottom on 
display. Each of the last three 
strokes had me gasping for air and 
after the ninth he told me to count to 
60 before standing. I then had to face 
the class with my hands by my side 
whilst he said he hoped I had learnt a 
lesson but if he ever caught me 
smoking again I would have my bare 
bottom caned in front of the whole 
school. 

I then cautiously dressed and 
returned to my seat. I kept the marks 
for weeks and the news soon spread 
round the school. Other pupils 
wanted to see the marks including a 
bunch of boys who held me down 
whilst my skirt was pulled up and 
pants pulled down. 

I was seventeen when I received 
that caning. I was never again caned 
across my bare bottom although I did 
receive one or two more normal 
canings right up until I left school at 
eighteen. 

I believe corporal punishment is 
right and many of todays problems 
would not exist if more school pupils 
felt the cane occasionally. 

For me I enjoy looking back. The 
embarrassement and humiliation I 
went through gives me some sexual 
satisfaction. I will always remember 
bending over in front of the whole 
class with my bare bottom on 
display. My husband is a spanking 
fan although we never get beyond 
the playful stage into real pain. 


Jan Harrison. 


P.S. Both my husband and I think 
Blushes is excellent and also hope 
you feature a photo session as per 
Trevor W’s of Sussex suggestion in 
Blushes 6. I also believe legs should 
always be straight. - 
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BACK NUMBERS 


BLUSHES NINE 


More schoolgirls! 
More canings! 
More spankings! 
More of everything! 


£6 


BLUSHES TEN 


A young Civil Servant 
loses her knickers. 
A headmaster's 
secretary loses 
rather more. 
More Reich Girls. 
Schoolroom Caning. 


£6 


BLUSHES 
TWELVE 


Stable girl’s 
spanking, 
Caned in the Saddle, 
Schoolroom spanking 
and caning 


£6 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
ONE 


Girls in Germany 
in 1936 
Spankings, canings 
fresh and original 
articles. 


£3.50 


VnIS SIS 


THe HOUSE OF BUSES 


fromm ine 


new 
BLUSHES 
video - 
as it 


BLUSHES aa Se voc isen 


UNIFORM GIRLS 
SIX 


Nurses, schoolgirls, 
a traffic warden and 
the school sports 
captain — caned, 
spanked and 
strapped! 


£5 


WHISPERS 
TRREE 


Punishment. 
Humiliation 
and 
Public humiliation. 


£5 


BLUSHES FOUR 


Newsround girls 
whipped, others 
chastised in 
domestic service. 


£6 


BLUSHES 
UNIFORM GIRLS 
FIVE 


Convent discipline, 
Two nurses, 
twelve strokes. 
Majorette sticks it 
out. 


£5 


WHISPERS 
ONE 


Humiliation dress. 
Held hostage. 
Cornfield Encounter. 


£5 


BLUGHEO Ff 


; 
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GUPPLEMENT 


BLUSHES 


SUPPLEMENT 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
THREE 


Home from school 
Uniform girl spanked 
Caning, strapping, 
Humiliation!! 


£4.00 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
3IX 


Bedroom Spanking, 
schoolroom Caning, 
Spanking ‘Alfresco’. 


£5 


BLUSHES 
-SUPPLEMENT 
FIVE 


A fresh air Spanking, 
Bathtime humiliation 
Bedroom Caning 


£5 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
SEVEN 


Classroom strapping, 
Headmistress weilds 
her cane 
sixth Form Spanking 


£5 
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Watch fot — 





The unveilingof the new-style 
Blushes magazines — anytime now! 
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